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E$qutaz&c, 


E time is come again, in which we may 
& Uſe Tricks of Youth, and ſafely ſee à Play; 
Wye Hear Tavern-Muſick,and ſuch harmleſs things 
As neither wrongs Gods Precept, nor the Kings: 
For all thoſe Recreations are ſet free 
Is ſixty one, were damn d in forty three, 
By theſe Trienial Traytors,who agreed 

To make the Publick Faith weigh down the Creed, 
When Ten Commandements they did deface 

And put a League and Cov'nant in the place. 

When in contempt of pt ritual Affairs, 

Ir one day they cry'd dewn Prelates and Players, 
But now the times are well returyd that we 

Under the Sacred Beams of Soveraignty, 

May in our Comich Nombers fit aud fing 

Peace to the People, Honeur to the Ning: 

Which aptly doth adminiſter Occ efion 

For me to —_—_— this Dedication, - 

Te your good hands, whoſe Patronage is fit 

To Crows the Play, and add long life to Wit. 

For let Mens Wit be nere ſo wellexpreſt, 

Is witty acceptation makes * 

This Play conſiſts of Humour, Tricks of Vonuth, 
Done by known Perſons, Fancy mixt with Truth; 

Which is ambitious of uo higher Fame 

Or preſervation,but your Noble Name, 
That, fingly — prefer 


# Poem, 4 


Your humble Monorer, 
THO, JORDAN. 
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A Prologue tothe K ING. 


Dre ſuch a Glory, ſo Serene, ſo Bright, 
Started from Chaos when God cal'd for Light : 
For like that glittering Birth of Beams, you do 
Tranſluminate this Weſtern word, from you 
Our Saint, aur Soul, our Soveraign, our King, F 
We live and grow,as the Sun broeds the Spring. 
Then ( # in Loyalty oblig d ) tis fit 
Vie render part of our ſmall Steck, our Wit, 
Which hath ſo long been crampt under their rage, 
| Who durſt not ſee their ations on the Stage; 
4 That numb'd with a ftupidity, we fear 
1 We ſhell aſſanlt the ſoftneſſe of yiur ear. 
[ We have been ſo perplext with Gun and Drum, 
C || Look to your Hats and Clokes,the Red-coats come. 
'' D*amboys # routed, Hotſpur quits the field, 
Falſtaff's ot=filch'd, all in Confyſin yield, 
Even Auditor aud Actor, what before | 
Did makg the Red Bull laugh, now makes bim roar. | 
We curſe the Miſery in which our Trade is, 
| And are impriſan'd, but our large fiz'd Ladies | 
(Thinking to ſcape them) are torn by the throats | 
Asa like Wine Porters put in Fetty-coats) : 
[ Draggꝰ' d to the Muſe for Plotters 5 But Your Preſence : 
| Hath uulliſied their power, and given us Eſſence. 
| 
[ 
| 
| 


| Till Y O U came bither all was ſo forlorn, 
| We wiſht we bad been buried, or unborn ; 
All things were Retrograde, the Night and Day 
| Were ſhrinking to Prima Materia. 
We liv'd in ſuch a ftrange diftorted Age, 
| Men durſt not ſee their — en the Stage; : 
But furious as thedeform*d Lady was, x 
M bo for revenge broke ber own Look ing-glaſſe, | 
| They crackt our Mirror, and now none but Y OU 
| Dread Majeſty, can mend, or make us new. 
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his much deſerving Friend Mr. 


' Thomas Jordan, on his excellent Comedy, entituled, 


The Walks of Inington and Hogsdon, With the 
Hamours of Woodſtreet · Compter. 


Ow have I task d my ſelf that nom muſt clear 
Hut that's due almoſt this twenty year ? 
And, by your large improvements ſince, do finde 
Ton —— before, and my ſelf caſt bebinde, 

In ſuch a —— who can R 
Expedt full payment from a Bankerupt man? 
Tubes wo empty ſvad domi bad the Art, 

To catch my prayſes, but your known deſart z 
Though love obligeth love, the nobler tye 

Of worth by knowledge is more faft and bigh ; 
With Poetry you have Muſick; and as ſoon” 

As you have made the Song, you ſet the Tune; 
Where both in meaſure ſo exact dance, 

Numbers conrt Numbers, Ayrs do Wards advance; 
Had 1 but reom, I could declare boy clean 

Your Fancy wrought, which did adorn your Scene 
In ſeveral Plots, and Plays, this bere expreff, 

Wil ſpeakthe noble Linage of the reft.. 


| Theſe Walks 'rwixt Illington aud on wilh, 


( Like thoſe twixt Tempe and Parnaſſus Hil!) 
Show how the Muſes in their ſportfall rage, 

Set all the Town 4 Walking ta your Stage, 

With ſo much Wit, and Art, and Judgement lay'd; 
That nineteen days togetber they were play'd, 
Now by the bounty of the Preſs we be 

Poſſeſs'd of that which we before did ſee, 

Not pleafing onely nineteen times read ore, 

But nineteen Ages, or till Time's no more. 


R. C. in Art, Magift, 
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The Prologue, 


| T He Author (as late cuſtome hath thought fit) 


Makes me the Prologue to his wandring Wit; 


The Sate into his Walks, through which you may 


Behold a petty proſpect of the Play; 
A*Play of Walks, or you — ew to tanł it, 

With chat which Ladies love, A running Banquet : 
And, though the Scœne be 1/lington, we ſwear, 

We will not blow ye up with Bottle Bear; 

Cram ye with Cream and Fools, which ſweetly pleaſe 
Ladies of Fortune and young Prentices, 

Who 6 when the Superviſors come to find um) 
Quake like the Cuſtard which they leave behind um. 
Yet to exalt your ſpleen, he hath invented, 


- Perſons that you'l all know when they t preſented; 


Nay they ſhall know themſelvs, and that-is more, 
It may be then you ever knew before. 

We'l ſkew you things not taken out of Hiſt'ries, 

A loyal Lover, and a grateful Miſtriſs, 

A futile Frenchman (a&ed to the life) 

A jealous husband ant a jocund wife, * 

That kifſeth; danceth, tipples like a Tench, 

A Chamber-Galant anda Kitchin-wench 3 

A jovial Cobler (or a Quibler rather} 

A Catchpole that arreſted his own father; 

A crew of Ranters to the Gable committed, 

A dead man rajiv'd, 2 Wureroutiwitred, - 
A'Priſon-Pityp difcover!d and detected. 

The Cmpter character d, the Hole diſſected. 

Here my Commiſlion ends, leſt I betray 

The Plot, ang ſhew the Clock work of the Play: 
Your liking will (Ie co the Suns — 5 rays) 
$ighren'the Gable, and plant theſe Walks with Bays, 
Where y6u-will finde ſome Flowers as well as ſtal 
Then lend's your hands, wel lead you to the Walks, 


The 
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The Walks of Hlington and 
Hogsdon, &c. 
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Actus primus, Scœna prima. 


Enter as at the Sarazens-head in Iſlingtam Jack M ildblood, 
| Frank Rivers, and Stephen Flylove ; tothem - 
Tavern-Boyes. 
Mild blood. Oy, Drawer. 
Rivers. Drawer, Sirrah. 
Witbin. W and by, anon, anon Sir. 
. Wildbl. Why thou Parte- per · villan, 
Drawer and Tapfter, | Bt 
Are you ſo taken up with your Holy- 
day. Gheſts, | 1 
A Gentleman can have no attendance? Enter Drawer. 
Drawer, Attendance ? Yes Sir, What Wine will ic pleaſe 
you to drink? J 
Rivers, That is, which of three ſorts will ye drink, Sack, 
White, or Claret. | | 
Draw. Nay (wich your favour Sir) we haye more va- 
riety then thoſe, - | ; 
Yve. Well then Sir, without farther diſputation, bring 
White Wine, and let it be right. | | i: 
Drawer. Iſhall Sir. Exit Drawer. 
Wild. Well Frank, and how de th thy little Miſtris? 
Rivers, What little Miftris ? 
Wild. Why ſhe that is the rareſt, the faiceft that ever was 
Maid, Jack Trimwel the Chyrurgeons wife, ©. __ 

Rivers. Mum, not a word, our plots are alm oftAiſcovered, 
have kept ſome villains company that have bettay d me to 
the jealous Coxcomb (her husband) the'l be here preſently. 
Wild. 
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| N. lis of Tflington end Have, 
| - Wild. Whohaft ſenc? ; 
Rivers, My old Mercury, Alexander Pimpwel. 
Fiz. Look, you can uo ſooner talk of P:mpwe!, 
But the Drawer comes; ſirrab, have you any Ent. Drawer 
Whores in the houſe ? with Wines 

Drawer. I cannot tell Sir, Vle ask the Fidlers, 

Fly. Hark youficrah, have you any females in the houſe ? 

Drew. Yes Sir, there's half a ſcore in ſeveral rooms. 

Fly. Why you rogue, do you doubt whether there be 
Any whores in che houſe then ? 

Rivers. Why thou rebel to Chaſtity, doſt thou conceive 
the ſtock of Females vertue is ſo extreamly waſted, that in 
{o ſmall a number as they are, the moſt part muſt be vicious? 

Fly; l, I vowif there were but two there, though my 
' Mother were one, 

Wild. And thy Aunt tother. 

Fh. I mean ſo, the other ſhould be one of my Aunts. 

ih Euter Alexander Pimpwel and Mrs, Trimwel. 

 , Rivers. Little Betty, your humble ſervants -Riv.ſalutes ber. 

Mrs. Trim. But hark you Frank; what Gentlemen are theſe? 
Riv, Friends of mine, moſt dear and intimate,ſalute them, 

Ms. Trim. Oh, y are a pretty Gentleman to ſend for me 

into OE | 

Pil. Lady your humble ſervant, He kiſſeth, 

Flyl. Turn tomehony, and give me a kiſs. 

Mrs rim. Turn to you Sir, which part? my face is to- 

|| wards you already. | 

1 4 By the Cherry-lip of Venus, you are wondrous witty, 

Lady. f 

Ars. Trim. I am glad Sir you ſo apprehend it, 

| Ply. Tis not my apprehenſion can mend it. 

| Rivers. Is ſhe not wondrous fair? 

| Fly. I dare not tell you, . 

For ſhould I grow ſo paſſionate in praiſe 

As her worth merits, I might juſtly fear 

| Your fondneſs of her would ſuſpect my friendſhip ; 

For in this age Experience makes it common, 

Hle needs muft love that doch but praiſe a woman. 
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Ri ters. 


With the Hum of Woolfreet Compter. | 
Rivers, You wrotig my friendſhip to ſuppoſe 1 doubt you, 


It were an injury to her and you; — 
- The baſe fafpeX from neither fo Eenptel, ge 
To think that you ſhould tempt, or ſhe be tempted. - 
Wild. You are full of Noble confidence, I think ſhe 
Loves you well. | 
Rivers, Or ſhe doth well diſſemble, 
| Burt'here's the wo, what bondage is he in, 
That lives in love, when all his love is fin? 
Mrs. Trim, Gentlemen, doth my coming cauſe this 
divifion among yon? | Ate 
Such ſeperation in ſo few a number hath been unuſuall. 
Wild. Your coming Lady'rather makes an unitie, 
| Frank Rivers lle begin a roumd to thy Miſtris. 
Rivers, Let it come, 
Flj, 1 vow Flepledg'c.a brimmert 


My Miftricbath d Rat- Check, Sings, 
her eze-brows they are Fett, 
Then drin off « brimmer 
to hebe doth —— 
For tir # Health te Betty. 


D Me. Fyyl * Enter Drawer, wig!” 

raw; Mr. F/ylove is your name I pray Sic. 

Fu. Yes, ſo they ſay Sir. n 
Draw. Ther#%a woman without would ſpeak with you, 
Fh. Prethee what manner of pigee is it? | 
Draw, A good homely creature Sir,ſome ſervant I believe, 

A Maid-ſervant I dare ſwear the is not, 4 

For her noſe and belly do almoſt meet. | 
Fl, A ſtrange creature, either ſhe hath a ve» afde+ 

ry long note, or a terrible great belly, and 

now I talk of a great belly, 1 pray Heaven id 

be not the Kitchin-wench I was Aabling wich- 

all once, hen drink anda fooliſh humor po. 

ſeſt me (I heard ſhe was with Child) ific be, Exit Der. 

lam undonefor ever, ſtay "- go out to her, Ext. Drowzy. 
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The H ally of rngeen — Y 
Sir, he. came in to you, | 
275 n Kale FR ie. . EE 
.— Honeſt Door 1 Sahel ron wo 17 
new you. 

* Nay bur rethes Drowsy that was once honeſt, 

Let me ſpeak wich thee in private, 

: Drow. No Sir, you hays ſpoken, too much in p a 
wich me already, Ecce figy 49247 le ſpeak. to you here Mes, 
for all your fine Laſithes To the Ade might baxy been as 
fine as ſhe, and yawh ad kept your word, 11 

Fild. How now Siipben what's the matter? 

Drow. What's that to yaw fir, . 

Pray meddle 1 780 your. gun bügel. 

* Fly. Preth er be gone 7. tian Welte comes with 
til * — — 41. 1 1 — 
row, An arrant, what arrant e to, eak to 

VVUou Sir, and to have Cao for the End — have 
Auone me, ö ſhall nere 7170 W here nor;to hell. 


A Fly, What the Devil 151 1 Naser? a 
Prechee what haft thou brought me here, à mad wench ? 
'| Drow, What would you have firxah ? 

11 | Gives the Boy a box oth” care. 

Draw. A pox o your ur greabe fr fingers, 

An you were not with C Ll 

| If the be mad t pray Sit do Jou tame ber. | Exit. 

Rivers. How now Stephen, what's the buſineſs ?- _ 

Drow. What care yaw fir, you 80 to your Gentlewo- 
man in the long locks agaig. 

Mrs. Trim. What is the woman mad? | 

lt Drow, Mad | no ſhe's as wel Ih her Wits a3 you are, though 

lime ĩs not ſo fine forſoorh, .* Enter Pimpw. 

Pimpw. Mrs. Trimwel, as L le. your Husband's here, 

Ars. Trim. Marry Heaven G 

Pimpw, He's comin kao 

Mrs. Trim. What will b&o Me" on 175 | 

Pimpw. There's but one un and hats this, here ĩs a door 

| goes down another pair of ftayrs, whilſt he comes up,do you 

run 


* 11 * 
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With theHumours of Wobdftreet Contur. 


ran din, you been eſcape unſeen by che back de of 


Iflington. Let mealone here. | 1 by 
Fly. I, I, come Izt's go, I think the devil haunts us to day. 
Drow. Pray whicher,go yaw lar, | NN | 

Tha' more to ſay to you then fo. * 7 a 
Fly. Prethee honeſt Pimpwel keep this mad wench from me, 

and do you pay the reckning,you know our old rendezyour. 
Pimpw. Well, well, let me alone, Exeint Wildblood 
Drow. Keep me back! firtah Ille ſet Mrs Irim. & Flylove, 

all my fingers in your eyes, if you keep manent Pimpy, with 

me back,though your name be Pimpy. Drowzy. © | 

you ſhal not Keep the doorat this time, They bath Fri ve. 
Trim. How now what's the matter? Enter. Trimwel. 


vaniſhed, ha all vanifhed, only one rogue and a dirty whore, N 


what are Pu: what are you, pray turn about? 
Drow. Dirty whore, you 
honeſt a woman as thy wife, what come youfor? ., 


Trim. As honeſt as my wife, I, I, it may be ſo good por- [ 0 
pur, I ſpeak not to you, pray Sir where is all your company x 


gone, where's my wife, 

Pimp Your wife Sir. 

Trim. My wife Sir, Imy wife Sir. 
Drow. Doſt thou call me Porpus, you may be aſhamed to 
liken a woman to a beaſt,. I am as like a Chriſtian as thou art, 
or at of thy kin, my tather was as honeſt a man as any in 

i 


Wat ickſure y and ; daughter hall not be made a fool 
yet as. « N 


Trim. 
Pimpw. What do yeu ask me for your wife Sir, I know 
her not, nor you? f Enter Drawer. 
Dram. Anon, anon Sir, by and by, did you call? how 
no what's b:come of the company was here, who payes the 
eckoni 


—_ 
Trim. Hey day, what have they left their Reckoning to 


Pays they were in mighty haſt it ſeems ? 
Sir? 3 5 
Trim, Yes, which way went they ? 

| B 2 
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Drow. Was the woman in the black Guown yawr woite | 


—_ 
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ye like a baſe rogue, I am a | | 


Y. $12: Jil: ke: k Ne 83 21 D 1331 
Wher's my wife? what ſeeret holes have you? W- 


The Walks o{ ſingre and Haden, 


Marry Gentlemen carried ker down them ſta 
You 22 deftmitke haſte after um, or they! * 
Make you a Coockold afore you come, and then 
You'l loſe the ſport · 

Trim. Ile follow preſently, I gueſ where to find them. 
IfI cannot overtake them. | 
Exit. Trim. 

Drew. By the maſſe Ile follow too, for my Gentleman. 
Is amengft them; Ile teach him to turne 
Up wench e belliez,and give them no ſartifaction. 
4 bj 3 

Pimp. Well ave your reckoning Drewer. 
JW Dres, To Teds Sir, if you i ſtay Sir, Ile give: 
1 ven one pinte, becauſe you ſhall remember the 
| ||| Sarazens head in Mingten. 

Pimp. I cannot ſtay now, I faith ſirrah, but next time 
Lceme this way. 

Draw. Well Sir, you are welcome, by and by, I come, 
Feome; * 
| | Exit Draw. 
1 Pimps. So, ſo, a bad ſhift's better then none; oh the rage 
is head is filld with for his wife, and 8 belly ful of vexa- 
ion ſhe has to find Mr. Flylove. Pox of all fooles, I wonder 
what mad fol y poſſes d him to lye with this is dirty z greaſy 
|| | Kichen-wench,' was his _ ſo ſllarp ſet, that he muſt 
needs be lapping in the Dripp pping- pan well; Ile follow 
them 5 kueche old haunt hel he King:- head at Hog ſdomn) 
|| | Jealouſie hath many eyes , I muſt prevent the ſearcher: 


it all my plot hit right , 


; jj lle make the Cuckolds horns Hang f in his light. Enit. 


55 = Ab — ſecunda. 
Enter Mercurio and Splendore. 


{| | - Merch. My fair Splendere, thoughmy ae are; 
Humble as he that ownes them; yet T can + 


lil 


Love 
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With vie Humus of Wordftreet: Cunpter. 


Love thee with holy ardencie; deyoutly | 
As zealous men in prayer do their Saints, 
Or Voraries their Goddeſs. 

Splend. I know you want not wit to coyn a paſſion, 
And pray (with all Mercurio) conceive, 
T know how many ſymtoms of true love, 
A Paraſite (in ſervice to his Mrs.) 
Can uſe to gain his end ; ! tis not a figh, 
Diſſembled ſorrow in a far ftraind tear, 
The folded Arms ; Encomiums compos'ds 
With many interjections, nor the trick, 
Of praiſing what ſhe's pleaſed with, can move me 
Tothe leaf faith, he whoſe ſlow tongue ſpeaks leaſt, 
In Love or ſorrow oftentimes means beſt, 

Merc. I am ſorry you ſhould think I doubt your knowlege 
I know you have a ſoul as full of Raies, 
As Delpheax Phzbus in oraculous glory; 
You have divinity enough to ſee, 
The pureſt love from niceſ flattery, 
Or I ſhould ner affect you, tis my thought, 
That ſhe whom flattery can purchaſe to me, 
By one more ſubtil may be flattered fro me. 

Splend. You r account of your pure thoughts, 
And I beleeve thee with ſuch confidence, 
As to not do't, were herefie ; I here 
Refign thee all the intreſt I hold dear, 
In this weak frame. 

Merc. That ſhall contain us both, | 
Oar hearts ſhall be one individuall eſſenee, 
Towhich we frame like paſſions, like aff:Qions, 
By this divineft Metomorphoſis, 
The Gods (well pleas'd ) ſhall terminate our lives, 
Both at one Expiration in good age, 
Seaſon'd and fie for glory,more Divine, 
| Where in one orbe our unity ſhall ſhine. IF 
Ext. Mr. Nice. 

Nice. Who's here (undone) Mercurio and my daughter 
Embracing ? Changes Kiſſes 21 ſhall part you. 

B 5 Splend. 


—  - _ 


_ — 


, of Ifingtin hd Hogrdin, 
Spend. My Father. | 
Nice, Splendora, your Mother calls you. 
Splend. I am ſorcy Sir I have ſuch faulty ears, ag noc 
To hear till yorrfove pleaſe to tell mie, eue 
] attend her. "Exit Splend. 
Nice. Sir tis to you that I dire my ſpeech. 
Merc. I ſhall attend Sir what your ſpeech direfts, 
Nice. To this intent I frame ic, whats the cauſe 
You makeitall the buſineſs of your time 
In viſits to my houfe ? though uninvited, 
I do not ſay you'r an unwelcome gueſt, 
Bur till I know the motive of your coming, 
I thall be cautious in your entertainment. 
Merc, Your words do bear a ſtrange ſuſpect in them, 
And this to me, the Son of him that was 6 
Once your beft friend; whoſe love hath made you rich, 
The manner's ſomewhat ſtrange. 
| Nice. I ſhall be plainer, : | 
|| 1difaffe& your neerneſs with my daughter, Spleng. ſtands 
I have beheld looſe kiffes fond embraces, within the Arras. 
Her ſighes to eccho yours, ſuch wantonneſs 
As may not fit a pair of fingle creatures, 
Much leſſe you two, confidering the diftance, 
Sir to be brief, I do ſuſpe& you love her. 
; Merc. Oh nere ſuſpect ſo Sir, yon may be ſure ont. 
' Splend. Why this is honeſt truth, fine rĩght down dealing. 
Nice, And ſhe loves you. | | 
Merc. IT hope ſhe will in time Sir. 
Nice. Tis well Sir, lend me your eare. 
Merc. Y aur pleaſure: 
. Splend. I fear this whiſpering portends no good, 
Here's pen and paper, Ile appoint our meeting, 
Though we fhall miſſe that ceremonious way, 
Oft lovely parting we were wont to have, 
lle find occaſion to deliver this. 
Nice. Nay which is more, you ate a riotous man. 
' Splend. My deare Mercurio. Sbe writes. 
| Nice. And let me tell you Sir, my Child and wealth, 
" Shall 
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With the Huwerri of Fecdfireet- Sammie 
Shall not be both expoſ d to your profuſeneſs | 
Therefore (by my admoniſhment) pray leave her. * 
Splend. Megte ms ta morrow- Writes agen. 
Mere. Sir did you ever love? 
Nice. Ves. | 24 
Mere. But did you ere affect a Virgin truly ? 
Nice. As man can do. 
Merc. When. 422 | 
Splend. To morrow inthe afternoon. Writes. age%s+ 
Nice. When time and love had made me capable 
Of woman and her vertues. 
Splend, In the green long walk by Newington, Writes, 
Merc. Was not her preſence all your heaven on earth» 
And then her abſence brought ſuch ſickly thoughts, 
No novelty could mitigate. 
Nice. Very true. Y | - 
Mere. With that affection I eſteem your daughter. 
Ju ſuch a heaven her bleſt ſociety, 
nd ſucha hell her abſence, had we not 
By ſome diviner inſpiration, 
A little proſpect to eternity, 
I ſhould believe all joyes ot ſoul were her: 
The moſt indulgent Mothers never lov'd 
Their fair ligitimate Babes with ſuch a fondneſs, 
As Ido your Splendora. 
Nice. You are very bountifull in your expreſſion. 
Merc. Too niggardly, her goodneſs merits more 
Then T have worth to know, or tongue to utter; 
I think her vertues all are infinite, 
And not to he examin'd, I haveſearcht, 
With moft ingenious and induftrious boldneſs, 
To take the height of her perfection, 
But forc'd with admiration to retire, 
For ſtill as I drew neer her ſoul flew higher. 
Splend. Tour conftant beart Splendora. Writes agen. 
Nice. You have expreſt her merit and your lore, 
And had you an eftate equall to either, 
With worldly providenceand care to ule its. 


I ſhould | | 


The W oth; of Iſlington and Hogrilon, 
I ſhould eſteem your motion, as you are, - 
Your polyte phraſes cannot work on me, 
Nor ſhall they on my daughter,whoſe obedience 
Mult be conformable to my diſpofe. Evxter Splend. 
”_— Did you call Sir, 
ice, No, 


| | But ſince your diligence hath got ſuch wings, 


Stay and take leave of your kind viſitant, 
And be mor tedious. 
Splend. Well Sir. | 
Nice. I have ſome buſines may concern your good, 
Which you cannot conceĩve. 
Splend. Ido believe you. 
You ſee my dear Merenrio, how adverſe , Softh, 
My Father is, time's ſhort, read that, farewell, 
We 'I meet agen. | 
Merc. parting is my hell, Exit Merc. 
Servant. Sir the French Knight is come, Euter 4 ſervant. 
Sir Reverenee Lamard. 
Nice. Wait on him in. 
Ser, I ſhall Sir. | 
Splend, Oh, my torment 
Enter Sir Reverence and Wildfire bis P age, 
Nice. Noble Sir Reverence,y our humble ſervant. 
Sir Rev. Tres humble Serviture Monſieur. 


| A voſtre ServitureMadam. 


Nice. Sir you too ſeldome grace us with your viſits, 


Although our country cuſtome cannot yield, 
That fair and ceremonious entertainment 


Vat you name de Madam your dater a. 


i Jou French men uſe; believe me SS are welcome, 
' Sir Rev. Gramercie Monſicur de mon ceuit, 


Nice. We call her Sir Splendora. © * 04 
Sir Rev. Spent whora ? + | 
Nice. Splen do re. 

Sir Rev. Split whore a. | 

Niec. The name is ſome what hard Sir. 

Fi Sir Rev, Begar ſo it is, Split; Split, Split whore a. 


With the Humours of Woodftreet Compterꝭ 

Nice. Splm, Sir Rev. Splen. Nice. Do. Sir Rev. Do. 

Nice. ra. Sir Rev. ra, Nice. Splen do ra. 

Sir. Rev. Splen do ra. Nice. Right Sir. | 

Sir Rev. Madam Splex do ra, will you give Sir Reverence, 
Leave to kifle beſhide your ſheeke. 

Splend. Let it be but of one fide I beſeech you Sir, I have 
lately been troubled with the Tooth-ake, 


Nice. Ile leave you fir te opportunity. Riſes. 

Sir Rev. Gramercie Monſeir, voſtre ſerviteur. Vilaſier. 

Wild. At your backe Monſeir. Exit Nice. 
Sir Rev. Allo allo. and wild. 

Wild. Tam gon Sir. Exit, 


Sir Rev. Madam your fadra ſay to me he would have me 
take you for my wife, my Lady, my Madam, my | 
Madam Cæmard; $4 

Splend. Did my father bid you put me in hope of theſe 
phantafticke titles? | 

Sir Rev. Fantaſie, begar be brave title to be wife to Sit 
Reverence Læmard. | 

Splend, Tobe your wife Sir Reverence? 

Sir Rev. Awee, and Sir Reverence to be your husband. 

Splend. I thank you Sir. 

1 hope that uinon will happy prove; 
Where Sir Reverence is the beginning of love, 

Sir Rev. Begar dat was right, me love you ont of all cry, 

Y ou ſhall be a Lady, when we have marry, wee l go to Parry, 
begar was de brave City of the World, me will have you / 


dreſſe like de Frenſh Madam, and-ride in your Carroſh, | 2 
begar dis Engliſh Dreſſe is noting; tis not a le mode 


France , den me vill ſhew you de brave Pallace of de King, | 


you never ſee ſuch ſtate in your lite, Oh bravay bravaz and ; ; q 


en. 
Splend. Pray ſtay there Sir. 

I wonder that a Knight of your vaſt wealth, 
In your owne Country eouldꝭ not find a faire one, 
Worthy to meet your merritz I'may doubt 
You ate not what you would have me conceive, 
Or my too credulous father is inform d., 
2 4 5 C 
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The alk of Tſtington and Hogsden, 


And did your judgment, ſympathize with mine, * 
would not wich you to adventure marriage, 

Wich any Lady of another Nation, | 

There is a fitneſs to be found in love, 

Which very far tranſcends wealth wit or beauty, 

By him that keeps me for a better end, 


I would not be your Miftris, could you give, 


All Paris, for Joynture; The truth is I am engaged. 

Sir Rev. Begar den you ſhall be no Lady. 

Splaud. I ſhall be contented with my fortune. 

Enter to them Nice and Wildfire. 
Nice. How is't Sir Reverence, what la my daughter plyant, 
Sir Rev. Begar your dauter ſay ſhe will no have me, if l 

Shall give all Fan for a zhoyntuxre, . \ +273 

Nice. You walt give Virgins licenſe to be Nice, 
Things eaſily purchaſed are not valuable, 
Is it their own worth or their ſcarcity, | 
That ſets ſo high a price on Jewells think you. 

Sir Rev, Begar your dauter be fooliſh to flight me, 
She bid me love derfrenth Lady, begar ſo me can. 

Nice,.. hope ſhe hath not angerd youSir Rererence. 

Sir Rev, Begar is vill know me can have de brave Lady in 
France. 17 | 

Nice. Ido not gueftjon': Sir, the is too peeviſh. 

Sir Re. Begar me have ſcorn a Counteſſe in France, and 
Have had two three love letter from a Nouſhefle, 
Since I came 92 lant, your dautes no know 

e 


Vat] am, ſhe be foole begar - Vilafre, 


' ld, Monficur. 485 er 2 11 A4 . 
„ SirRe. Donnemoy,me manteaus./!! Git bim bis 
| 1 Wild, Awy Monſter vaſtce ſærvife.,. - i Cloake, 


Nice, I hope you will not leave us ſo Sir. 
Sir Re. Begar me vill ſtay no longer your dauter a ſcorn 


my love. | 


Nice. Be not ſodiſcontentedhgoed Sin Real l ſhall be to 
your wiſh, I have prepar'd a.courſe bay quet for youSir Rev. 
Sir Rev. She ſcorn a my dove. ; Ex;comper, manet-Splend, 
Splend. This fool it ſeems. is noted to he rich, Je 3 
"= 4 | at's 


With the Humouys of Whodftreet Comprer; 
What's that to me? In dignity a Knight, 
A Knight Sir Reverence, then he is of France, 
The onely man of fafhion (from whoſe Countrey 
All things are acceptable, no diſeaſe exeepted) 
Let him go ſeek a'choiſe in his own Nation, 
French feats grow ſtale, ]'le have ſome newer faſhion ; 
lle learn to love for worth, not one whoſe flaſhes 
Blaze much, and are at one time flame and aſhes, 
Give me a man whoſe love is built upon 
Eternal vertue and perfection, 
Who loves for mental worth; not outward ſhow, 
And ſuch a one is my Mercurio. 


Actus ſecundus, Scæna prima. 


Euter Drowzy and Trimwel, 


Trimw, Art ſure thou ſawſt them go this way? 


Drow. Sure, yes ſure enough, I'm ſure they croſs'd this "+ 
field, went o're that ſtile, and 1 am much deceived if I did "8 


not fee Pimpwel peep out of yonder Tavern window, 
Trimw. That's the Kings-head I know't, 
Oh for ſome queint diſguiſe, : 
My jealouſie hath yet no occular proof, 
Theſe two years have I wandred in this maze, 
And ſtill been blinded by her ſublil ſleights ? 
That Rivers is the man I moſt ſuſpeR, 
And yet I darenot think he wrongs my bed, 
The very — bred in a jealous breaft, 
Is proof enough, and then were he defenc'd 
With Devils ] would end him; 
Oh! we vain men covet moſt to ſee 
What we would not, my eyes can take no reft ; 
How many Moonſhine nights and Summer evenings, 
In various ſhapes have I walkt out to find her, 
But never could? 
C 2 


TheW alks of Iſington and Head, 


Drew. Would I had never ſeen the face of Mr. Flylove. 

Trim. Thou haſt even got, thy belly full of miſchief too, 

But prethe do not cry out i' ch fields, though 'm 

A Surgeon, I ſhall make but a mad mid wife, 

Tuhou hadſt better repare to the City, and quietly, 

For a month hire the neut Cage is to be let, you 

1 = buy a bed in Smith-feild, they come to Town, 

||. | In Cart-loads, | 

Drew. No Sir, | know you'l lend me a room for one month, 
[ 


l' le enquier for your houſe when I come to Landon, 
How farr do you live from Cuckolds haven. 
| Trim. Apox on you for a whore, you have wit enough to jeer 
/\ though you had not to keep your Maiden-head. 
| Drow. I pray Sir, is it not your black bird that fings, 
{| J cannot keep my wife at home, my wife at home. 
Trim. Out .yougreazy Kitchen whorey - - hd 
{|| Drom, Why thou fool, is not better to have ſuch a 
'| Greazy peĩce as I am, then to have a curious fine wife, and 
|; Cannot come neer her. 
| Trimwel. The whore ſayes true, how now who comes here, 
Muſitians very good, I have a plot, 
Come into my head, which by theſe fidlers, Enter 5. or 6. 
| Meanes Vile put in praiſe, hark you. Fialer:. 
If + Honeſt Fidlers (Muſiciansl ſhould call you) 
ma little Muſicall my ſelf, Gentlemen 
{ | Whicher Croud you ſo faſt. 
Ti: . Fidlers. Sir we are ſent for to play to Me. Rivers at the 
J | Rings-head, | 
Ml Trim, Frank Rivers. Fid. The ſame Sir. 
Trin. Who playes the Citterne, Bey. That do Sir, 
JTrim. Very good, I have a plot tliat ſhall get you double 
che mony you expect. 
PFid. How is chat I pray Sir. 
Trim. Why look, Fraxke Rivers is my only Companion, 
l I would now ſteale upon him ia the middle of's mirth diſ- 
[\| |, guifed like one of you, I have a falſe: beard in my pocket, 
F le carry the Baſe, counterfeit to be blind, and that boy ſhall 
lead me, and in the conclufion he ſhall pay you for the 2 
I.. ; Fid. 


— 


% 
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With the Humonrs of Woodftreet- Compter. 


Fid. With all our hearts Sir. 

Trim. Droxzy what will you do? 

Drow. Ile even home to Loudon, but if you ſee Mr.Flyheve 
tell him Ile ſerve him ſuch a trick as he ſaw in's life time, 
Vle warrant him. Exit, 

Trim. Farewell good Droxzy. Come Gentlemen let's a- 
bout this buſineſs ; Aha wife, yfaith I ſhall over-reach you 
now. 

Sings. I bave been a Fidler theſe fifteen year, 

Aud never was put in the Stocks beſore, 
Tf ax good fellow will give me ſome B. er, 
Le Fiadle aud ſnddle, and ner'e give ore. Crit. 


Actus ſecundus, Scena prima. 


Enter Rivers, Wildblood, Fh love, Mrs. Bellaflore, 
aud Mrs. Trimwell, 


Fly, Fair Lady you are welcome, Lihould ſalute you by 


your name if knew it. 

Bella. My name is Mary Fair-chaſte. 

Fly. Fair and chaſt too, impoſſible; it isa Paradox to me. 

Bella. Is it ſuch wonder to be fair and chaſte Sir? 

Fly. No, no, 'tis no ſuch wonder, A fair Cabinet ſhould 
contain a fair Jewel; but ſince we have had poy ſoũ iu guilt 

+ bowls, killing Perfumes in rich Gloves, Hereſie in re ligiou 
exact habit, and Treaſon in the well-ſeeming f ravity of 
State, we put ſmall truſt in form; but what do I ti ouble you 
— ng things, let's drink, ſing, dance, and te merry 
oyes z 
We come to be merry, &c. Sings. 


Gentlemen, what ſhall we do for a noyſe of Vagrante, 

I have a dancing defire to exerciſe my heels. 
Wild. I have ſent for Muſick, but we want a woman. 
Fly, Its impoſſible ; Drawer, Eat. Draw. 
Drew. Did you call Sir? 
Fly, Intreat your Miſtris hither. 

C 3 
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are not merry. 
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The vl of Menne Herd, 


Draw. 1 (hal Sir, ſhe prevents my ſervice,ſhe's here already. 
Fly. How doth my Madona?my Belladofſa? my Ent. Mrs. 
Sommer. ſinner, the Connteſſe of Hog ſdowne. Exit Drawer, 

Mrs. You give me many ſtiles Mr. F/y/ove, 

Fly. I have come over as =_ more ſtiles to behold thee 
my Queen of the Kings-head. Hark you; what rate holds 
womens fleſh ? in breit haſt thou ever a peice of Impenitence, 
that will be ſociable , and will deſire, only her ative for 
her paines, iffhz can dance well, wee'l bear with any im- 
perfeCtcion elſe; thou ſhaltnot loſe all; wee ſeem to want 
che knowledg of thy over-reckoning , and pay thee, You 
know we are noe Cirtizens, that (to caſe our bodies and pre- 
ſerve our pockets) keep a due Accompt of every quart and 
paper, by unbuitoning our. doubletsʒ or doubt our own me- 
mories by calling many reckonings at one hitting, 

Ars. You are very merry Mr. Flylove, but as I am a vertu- 


ous ſinner, you could never have choſe a time to have found 


me ſo unprovided in a whole ſummer, there is but one wo- 
man in the houſe, and fh: is with a French man, yet I believe 


his greateſt buſineſs is over, if you will allow of kis company 


you may have hers, nor will he be any interruption to you, 
for call what you will hel pay freely., andbe as merry as 
you will give him leave. 

Fly Have they paid all? 

Mrs. They are now-calling. 

Fh. Prethe entice them in. 

Mrs, No twill become you better, he may conceivel have 
ſome end of mine own in't; your way of invitation will in- 
tice him, the ſociety of an Englith Gentleman, is his only 
ambition. | | 

Fly. Very well; le invite him. 

Rivers, Whither go you Stephen ? 

Bella. Sir l'le take my leave of you. 

Fh. By nomeans Lady, Ile return preſently, «fide. 
Tack Wildblood prethee entertain this Lady in my abſence, 
ſhe's modeſt, & chou art civil; but if you make your ſeeming 
civility a bawd to abuſe me, look to your ſelf. Ex. FH. & Mrs. 

Wild. Well, well, pray follow your humor; . — 

ella · 


With the Humonrs of Wodfireet Compter. 


Bella. Is the Gentleman your friend gone? 

Wild, Some private oecaſion, he 'I be here ſuddenly. 

Bella. I cannot ſtay Sir. 

Pimp. Mr. Rivers what is Mr. Fylove gone? Euter Pimpw. 

Wild, where's the Muſick ? | 

Pimp. I have been as far as Redcroſſe-ffreet for them, th 
were playing to a company of Cittizens at the Queens-head, 
but they told me they would make all the neceſſary expedi- 
tion they could poſſible, and attend you in Hogsden here at 
the Kings-head. EVE 

Rivers. Nay, Ile ſay that for thee; thou art the happieſt 
Purveyoc for Wine, Wenches and Mufick, that ever was aſ- 
ſiſtant to the increaſe ot ſinners. 

Pimpw. Who ſhould I meetwithall coming from thence 
through the Fortune-Playhoufe yard, but old Foxes the Cobl, 

Wild, Thou ſhouldſt have brought him hither, 

Pimp. 1 thought you would have wiſh'd ſo , and I have 
brought him. 

Rivers, A Cobler; what is he? 

Wild. What is he 2 why the rareſt humoriſt of a Cobler, 
that ever was tranſlated into merry company , his wit is 
jeering, tart in all ſuch jeaſts, nor will he ſpare the proudeſt 
he in pluſh. And ſpeaking in a moſt compoſed ſtrain, with 
countnance grave, no man can take exceptions, but may ſup- 

ſe it ignorance, not wit; You cannot chuſe but know 

im, that is he that owed fourty ſhillings.to an Allderman, 
to pay 1a. pence by the week, when he did exact Coblers law, 
and made his worſhipful creditor give him two pots at every 
payment. 

Riu. Yes, yes, I have heard of him. 

Pimp. Then now you ſhall ſee him, here comes the man in 
Perſon ; welcome Mr. Foxes. Enter Jenes. 

Jenes. Thank you good Mr, Alexander, Vile make bold 
— theſe worthy Gentlemen, noble Mr. Wildblood , 1 
take it. N 

Wile. The very ſame Mc. Jones, and how did Mr. Alexander, 
and you meet. | 

Jones, Honeſt Mr, Pimpwel! (here) was walking ! 1 — 

ug 


"The Walks of Iſlington and Hogrion, 


about his acczſions, I ſaw 2. or 3. Gentlemen with him, 
and introth becauſe 1 was in my workydaie Clothes, I was 
aſhamed to ſpeak with him, but I thank him good Gen- 
tleman, he call'd me to him, and told me I ſhould ſee ſome 
werthy Gentlemen of my acquaintance, 

"Wild. Here Mr. Jenes, Vle drink to you and to your wife, 
do you remember fince you put her ith cage? 

ones. I pray Sir how long ist ſince we were merry at the 

Sargeons head in Iſlington, where we drank Sack ſo long 
till all our mony was gone , but introth I think I broughr 
but a groat with me; we came off from the reckoning though 
prety handſomly , but good Gentleman you were forc'd to 
leave yonr filver Seal behinde, but I think you redeemed it 
again in a little while. 

Rivers, Ha, ha, ha, there he hath met you Fach. 

Exter Flylove, Sir Reverence, Lamard, and Mrs. Light. 
Fly. Gentlemen I preſume to invite this worthy Gentle- 
man and his Lady, I pray be courteous tothem, 

Wild. Noble Sir, a friend of yours can never come unwel- 
eome where we are; my ſervice Sir attends you. 

Sir Re. Monſieur your tres nmble umble vaſſale. 

Rivers. Sir according to our downright Engliſh Comple- 
"ment you are welcome. | 

Sir R. Awee Monſieur, begar me tanke you heartely dere 
be Engliſh Complement for you agen, vat velou's dat? 

Wild. A very honeſt man Sir, and Beadle of the paxiſh. 

Sir R. Abeadle, begar he be no forboon company, 
my Madam can no endure a beadle. 

Jones. Alack good Gentlewoman; no Sir, I am no beadle 
Ican aſſire you, though the Gentleman pleaſes to jeaſt. 

Sir R. Begar you look as like a rogua as a beadle. 

Fones. Alack, I believe Monfieur you have heard the ill 
newes lately come forth you are ſo angry of the ſudden. 

Sir R. Begar me havehezrnoill news. 

Jones. then Ile cell you Sir, the ſad report goes that moſt 
of the Engliſh Gentlemen in France muſt return to England 
agen I am ſorry for't, | | 

Sir R. Begar vas nothing but lie: ; how now vat is here, 
Fiddles? Madam fall we dance? Enter 
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Euter Matti aus, a 7770 them,Trimwel diſgniſel like an ola 
| Mind Fidler, and led in by a boy. 

id. Well done, you are hone Raſcalls, every man 
take his ſtool, ſtrik e up couragioully, and be ſure have a 
ſpeciall care he that plays oth* ꝓaſe Violin ſleep not, we are 
no colls you know, you muſt not flam us. 

Riv, Come Gentlemen ſhal we try our ſooting, here am t. 

Fly. And here am. 

44%, And if this Gentleman pleaſe, here Ple be. 

Sir Rev. Vould all mine heart Monficur, 

Bella. I cannot dance believe me Sir. 

Fly. Nor l, we I onely practiſe. 

Mrs. Light. Excuſe me Sir, indeed I cannot dance, 

Wild. Excuſe me Sir, indeed I cannot dance? 
You ſhall not dance excuſe me then, that Country trip is 
old, wc'l have ſome novelty. 

Riv. Are you perfeft in the tune I gave you laſt to praftiſe? 

Fidlers, Very perfect Sir. 
Rivers, Let me hear it. They play the tune once over. 
They dance the tune once over, then enter into 4 
figure with,the beginning of the firſt ſtrain, Pimpwel 
«nd the Mrs. betwixt every change two perſons drink 
till it comes round, and Pimpw. diſcovers Trimy. in 
the Dance, and at the end of ſeveral Changes he de · 


clares his diſcovery. | 
Pimpw. Mrs. Trimwel do you obſerve that fir# Change. 
old fellow that plays oth' Baſe. -Wildb. and bis Mi- 


Ars. Trimw. Well, what of that? Aris drixk. 
Pimpy. By my life tis your Husband. 
Mrs. Trim. My Husband? Pimps. Take no notice, 
Wild. Come t other Change. They dance, at the end 
Fly. Lady my ſervice to you» of the next Change Flyl. 
Bellas Pray let it be your love Sir, and bis Mrs. Ait. 
Twill make the Health much ſweeter. 
Rivers. Thou mak'ſt me wonder, At ibe end of the next 
Mrs. Trim. As I live"cis true. Change Mr. Trim. aud 
Kuvert, What ? he that plays the Baſe? Rivers drink. 
Fly, Come to the next. 


Tho Wells of Tflington and Hadi 


Trim. Here is ſtrange humours in this = This loft Charge 
Dance, how they drink and whiſper, as  Pimpw. and the 
if they had capering minds as well as Miftris drink. 
bodies; Hey !:how my wife trips it, 

Will | when ſhe comes home ſhe was with one 

1108 Aunt or other; She's no Tavern-dan- 

| eing company, no, no; Oh my bleſt 
diſguiſe, 

Pimw. Oh your Bulls- head, we'l take a courſe to order 
you, you blind puppy, becauſe. you wink you think no bo- 
dy can ſee you; Come the tother Change, and conclude. 

Sir Rev, Begar vas moſe brave, my - They dance the laſt 
Lady dance al lemode like our Frenſh Change of al. 
Madam. eh 

Jones. Tntroth Mr. Flylove you dance very well, but that 
you ſtraddle ſo much, but if you take it in time that may be 
altered; Oh Mr. Flyloue you. have alittle gone awry, but 

mum for that. 

Fly, Well ſaid Mr. Jenes, do you remember one night when 
you caſt Anchor ith' kennel, and calld to the Goldfinder 

for a Coach, who mounted you in his Chariot, and drew 
vou to the River Acheron at the back fide of 1/lingtor. 

Jones. Oh! Mr. Fhylove you are an ingenious Gentleman, I 

have heard high commendations of you by a Neighbours 
daughter a friend of mine. 

Fly, Prethee who's thas ? 

Jones. *Tis a very good natur'd Laſs, if ſhe knew you 
were here, ſhe would have a quart of Wineat your ſervice, 

Fly. Dol know her? 

Jones. Do you know her? Dol know. Jene my wife? Do 
not you know Alice Drowzy ? 

Fh. Pox on you hold your tongue, this dirty whore 

hants me in a thouſand ſhapes, I muſt. throw her out of my 
memory. Come Gentlemen ſhall'we have another Dance? 

Rivers. Come Gentlemen Yother Dance. 

Sir Rev. I come, me like de Dance better den Song. 


They all darite to a ſprightly Ayr, but in the fourth 
Change 
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Cbange they all dance off from the Stage into the Tyring- 
boufe, where they remaix till the tune is plaid once over 3 
then they dance all in again, and come to their ſererall 
Figures, and rontinue dancing the tune once more over 5 
then they dance in and out again as before; At the laſt they 
Dance quite away from the houſe, leaving the Fidlers to 
play to the Moyfleur, Mr. Jones, and tbemſelus; baving 
played an unreaſonable while, they deſſt, and the Mon- 


eur ſpeaks. 


Sir Rev. Hold, hold good Monſieur Mintkin,for begar dey 
have dance avay wid my Ladce;'Rogue, Drawer. Ent. Draw. 

Draw. Anon, anon Sir. * 

Sir Rev, Fere be de Zhentlemen and de Ladce, 

Draw. They have taken Coach Sir, and are at London by 
this time, 

Fidlers. How? how? 

Sir Rev. Begar me never ſaw ſuſh a frizk in my life; 
Vas dis de skip de Angleteire ? 

Drawer. | was bid to deliver this Note to him that plays 
on the Bale ? 

Trim. Tome? give met. | 

Draw. Yes, they ſay your ill fidling made them all dance 
quite away, they would have ftaid longer elfe. , 

Trim. The Devils have uncidled me; what's here? 

Trim. reads. 


The Woodcock when his bead is bid, 
Thinks his body is unſpid; 

Foil when thon comeſt next to find ut, 
Bring ſome better trick to blind us; 
Pay the reckning, or cu finde, 
Ther's a worſer plot behinde. 


Janet. What have you there Sir, a Bill of Exchange? 
Trim. Pox on your Cobling jeaſts, Trimwell pulls 
ou quibling Coxcombe I am undone off his grey beard. 
or ever. | | 
bl 


Thi Walks of Wſtington and Hogedin, 


Sir Rev. Begar de Fidler be mad, he tear his hair off, 

Jones. Who's this? My old acquaintance Mr. Trinvwel. 

Trimw. Hang up your old acquaintance, do not trouble 
me, who would have thought that through this diſguiſe 
theic carelefs eyes ſhould thus diſcover me, but Tle follow 
them as cloſe as Death doth ſin. Offers to go off. 

Draw. Sir you mult pay the Reckoning ficft, 

Trim. Shall I; 

Draw. Before you part, it is your device hath-made us 
loſe the beſt Gueſts that come to our houſe. | 

Trim. How much is ic? g 

Draw. One pound thirteen and nine pence. 

Trim. Here's the French Knight, one of their company 
that calPdit in, let him diſcharge it. 

Sir Rev. Diſharge it, begar my Lady The Frenchman 
have left me noting to diſharge, ſhe got feels inc pockets. 
all my mony and my Waſh. 

Foxes, Gentlemen, I'le go pay my part at the bar. 

Draw. Your part, what's that? 

Janes. A three-pence, a good three-pence, a Spaniſk 
3. d. and ſo farewell to you both good Gent, Ex. Jones. 

Trim. Well, there's your mony Drawer, I muſt confeſs ] 
drank for't. 

Fidlers. Who ſhall pay us Sir ? | 

Trim. The Devil pay't, ſhall I be made a But for every 
knave to ſhoot at. 

Fidlers. Sir, you are the cauſe that we have not only loft 
this mony, but our credic with the Gentlemen, if we had 
known you had been a Trapan, you ſhould ne'r have been 
admitted into our company; you had other pretences. 

Trim. Well, ſince twas my plot, I am like to pay for't, 
there's a French crown among you, pray get you from me. 
Sir, you are a ſtranger, and therefore 1 Exeunt Fidlers, 
have nothing more to ſay to you, but to deſire your abſence. 

Sir Rev. Mee bee glad mee come off ſo, farewel Monſieur 
Bo- peep. | Exit Sir Rev. 

".  - Trimwel ſolus. 
Trim. The juſt cauſe of my fears I now perceive, 
As 


— — — — 
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With the Humours of Woodftreet-Compter. 


As evident as day-light; in this Dance 

There is eompoꝭ d all that her wanton heart 
Can give, or he can covet, | muſt now 

Turn all my love to foathing ; Sweet Revenge 
T ani thy faithful Votary, I will All 

Purſue their footſteps, and with wary eyes, 
Watch their Adulterous Conſpiracies : 

Now I have thought upon't, if they d. fend 
Their perſons from this plot I now intend, 

I will di:zband my reaſon, and refign 

My Intelle&uals, or what elſe is mine: 

Look to it Gallants, the next time you view me, 
I'le make you curſe the time that ere you knew me. 


Acdus tertius, Scæna prima. 


Enter Mercurio and Splendore, 

Mereu. Time and our fitter opportunity, 
The pleaſant entertainment of our love 
Hach almoſt waſted ; *ris an hour neer night, 
And we can tread no farther then to'th place 
Thy Father hath expell'd me, we muſt part, 
But urg'd to't with much more unwillingneſs, 
Then heat from life, when ſouls and bodies ſeperate: 

Splend, Thou ſhalt not leave me yet, Ile plane my love 
Above my fear, it is a nobler paſſion, 11 
Nor ſhall my fathers frown have more command 14 
On my affection, then thy brow,made ſmooth 11 
By thy own love, credit me gentle youth, 
Thou halt nextrule in this weak manfion 


To him that built it, Ent. Nice. Sir Rev Trimwel and 
Nice. That's he. two Serjeants. 
1. Ser. We know him Sir. Nice. Perform your task then. 
2. Ser. l'le warrant you, { revenge. | 


Ser Rev. Begar me have waſh him hither, now me ſall be 
Nice. Stay not for bayl, Ple double your reward. 
| 15er. 


The Walks of Iſlington and Hogtdon, 
1. Ser, Vau are a kind Gentleman Sir we arreſt you by 
the name of Merceris. - 0 
Merc. Arreſt me Sir, who hath <mploy'd you for this 
Action? At whoſe ſuit is't} dot th 
2. Ser. At the Suit of Mr. Nice, a very honeſt. Gentleman 
I can aſſure you, | 
Merc. You gueſs that by his bounty for your baſeneſs: 
What is the ſum 2 | 
1. Ser, Twenty pounds upon bond, if you have ſpeciall 
Bayl, produce ic preſently, we cannot ſtay. | 
Merc. Why is your time ſo precious that is ſpent to ruige 
man- k ind, be not pray ſo haſty, where is the Gentleman? 
2. Ser. He is not far Sir. Nice. What is your wil wich me. 
Mere. Longer time for payment of your debt. 
Nice. I may forbear no longer, Sir you know the mony 
hath been due theſe 14. weeks, it is in vain to think y ou can 
{| | urge me to an agreement, but my preſent ſum, 
Splend. But not, I intreat that mercy Sir. | 
Vice. Fond Girl ack mercy for your diſodedience,l have 
| | appear'd too temperate with you, and ſh»wn too much in- 
| | dulgence; tis your cauſe that makes him ſuffer. 
Spend. And "tis his abuſe 
% Will make meperiſh; Oh remember-Sir 
| You had a wife, my Mother, whoſe dear duſt 
Wich low and humble reverence kiſs; 
Had you been ſeiz'd between two Tygers chut, 
I 'Would'c not have mov'd her, made her plyantknees 
Grow toth' dull earth, till Ne deaf Creditor, 
. (By importunacy more then compunction) N 
Had feal'd a truce cwixt him and's undone Debtor, 
Nice. Your ſuperſtitious knees in yaia are bent 
For this bad cauſe, Laws Moral and Diviee, 
Have ſtill provided that each man ſhall claim 
; What is his right, I but exact mine own, 
| © Splend... What can you call your own, that you may ſpare, 
| Whilf Rill the cryes of widdows, injur'd Orphans 
bB at at the ears of pitty ; had this man 
Trap in che ſu res of Canibals his ow 
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With the, Humaurs of Woodftreet-Compter. 


The fair inheritance his birthright claims, 

(Heaven pardon them that have it) believe 

You need not rack his body for your owne. 
Nise, . Your zeal makes you forget your ſelf. 
Splend · My ſorrow is too bold indeed, to ſee 

Sach pregnant hopes thus blaſted in the bloom 

Of teeming growth, nipt in the ſpringing bud 

Of ſpreading youth; to ſee mans ſpan contracted, 

Sent do the grave ere yet he can conceive 

The end of his Creation, *cauſe his Cheſts 

Want coyn, not to ſupply. but cram anothers: 

Foves great impreſſion ſuffers this decay, 

For want of Cæſars Image ftampt in Clay, : 
Nice. ile hear no more. Splend, A little pray Sir, 

He that's ſo indigent to want the means 

Of rendring your right, whilſt he enjoys 

His fair and open freedom ; Can you believe, 

That — cloſe pent up with Iron barrs,. 

Stone walls and Jaylors hearts, 

Where every cowardly Creditor treads down, 

The o'rethrown Debtor with a doubled ſum, 

That ſtands bayl-proof ; is that a time to ſatisfie, 

Unlecfs he had the Elixor to convert 

The Iron grates to Gold, or (which is beſt ) 

To nothing. Nice. Officers what ftay you for? 
1. Ser. Come will you go Sir, 
Splend, How diligent in cruelty you are: 

Have you the heart to think this good old man 

(That knows the ſcales unto Eternit 

Are pitty, Mercy, love (the beſt Religion) 1 

Fear of oppreſſion) will commit his youth bit 

To your ungentle uſage ?: | [;” 
2. Ser. Pray be not moy'd with us, your father may re- | ||; 

Ieaſe him. 
Spiend. Look Sir, the Officers grow merciful, 

Aud ſeem to bear no part in his undoing; 

Shall men that ſtudy nought but cruelty, | 

Out- doe you in an act of gentleneſs ? , 


| 
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The Walks of Iſlington and Hegidon, 
Nice. Officers, Ile leave him to your charge, take Bayle 
at your peril, 170 Exit Nice. 
Splend. Siri Reverence, will you be bayl ſor him, you arc 
good for nothing elſe. | 
Sir Rev, Begar me be no bayl. Exit Sir Rev, 


| | | £ 5 lend. There's a day for thee when no bayl ſhalbe taken; 
f la 


| 1 ſpeak one word with your Priſoner? 
1. Ser. Two it you pleaſe. {gate- 
Trim. Hark you Mr:Tripes, I hal find you at the Comprer 
2. Ser. Without fail. 
Trim, I have another miſchievous imployment for you. 
1. Ser. We ſhall endeavour to perform it Sir. ä 
Trim. Oh Sir, Ik no you to be deſerving men; there's 
money, enter an Action againſt Stepben Flyluus at the ſuit of 
Alice Drowzy in an Action of aſſault and . committed 
lancts being 
Venus and Mars Rampant, and the Sign Virgo. : 
2. Ser, 1] apprehend you Sir. . 
Trim. Appreherid me Sir, for what ? you are deceived, 
you muſt apprehend Mr. Flyloves | 
2, Ser. I underſtand you Sir. 
Trim. Farewel my underſtanding Serjeant, Exit. 
Merc. Come we muſt part. Spleud. II come and vific thee, 
Merc. Thy ſight in pr ĩſon is my liberty. Ex.ſeveral ways, 
k Ack z. Se", 2. 
Enter Stepben Flylove and Bellaflcra. 


I Fh. Can yonconceit why I bave-fingled you thus from 
che company. Bella. No, pray inſtruct me Sir. 


Fly. The inſtructions are too eaſi: to be good, fince you 


appear ſo innocently modeſt, Viebe your amorous School - 


n la 
| |} 'Emaftec for once. Bella. You't teach me no ill Doctrine. 
Me Fh. No, no, prethce obſerve me, be but capable, and Ile 


arrant thee an apt Scholler. : ; 
Bela. Well Sir, ſo far as | perceive ir's good, Ie learn, 
Fly, Ple ſhew you the Lovers Alphabet, be obſervant then, 


| — be not ſqueamiſh, but do as l direct you; Mhen a Gentle- 


— - * 


* 
>. 


an and's Lady do meet, 4. thefirft letter is A ſalutation. 
Bells, The word begins wich S. Tbey ſalute. 


2 — 


— 


With the Hummrs of Wordfrect Compter. 
"Fly; No matter for the word, gire me the ſence, B. th: 
next letter, lend me your fair hand. a 

Bella. Very good Sir. 

Fly. Tis in a very good hand indeed ; nay Vie neu- gu 
more tricks by and by, ir is ſo very faic that 1 muſt kiſs it, 
there's a lettet᷑ gone that ſtands for C. I conteſs C. may ftand 
for another bubneſs, and fitter for the letter, but a kiſs ſhall 
ſerve at this time. 

Bella. On I pray Sir. 

F. Nay, I ſhall come on faſt enough, | warrant you. D. 
ſhall joyn both our hands, now do we look as if we were 
wreſtling, which of us both ſhould give the firſt kiſs. 

Bella. You make your own conſtruction Sir. 

Fly. I, I, no matter, its nere the worſe for that. 

Bella. Proceed Sir. 

Fly, Stay, ſtay, let's pauſe a little, you'I forget it agen elſes 
E. is embrace me, there I have hit you to a letter. | 

Bells. You come neer me now Sir. ; 

Fly. 1 ſhall come neerer yet, for F. I'leftroak your cheek, 

Bella. F. ftands for flattery. " 

Fly. Not at this time fair one, if you will tye me punctu- 
ally to a letter F. ſtands for Faith or Friendſhip. 

Bela. That is the trueſt uſe onꝰt. | 

Fly. Well, it hall go ſo then. G. is a Gift. Gives ber 

Bella. Vie wear iti. Fly, Let me ſee you. 4 Ribbon. 

Bella. Firſt make an end. | 

Fly, H.tftands for Hug me t you. 

Bella. I have heard of a Wine call'd by that name Sir. 

Fly. Were it Nectar it could not be ſweeter then this. 

Bella. Ic ſcems your favour and my embrace do want no 
acceptation. 

F 2 I. ſtands for you, and R. ſtanding for kĩſe, is 1 kiſs you. 
By the breath of Venus y have a pleaſant lip. 

Bella. Im glad it pleaſeth you; to the next letter. 

Fey. L. is another kiſs, it ftands for Love. 

— — be — — it ſhould be Love. 

+ 4z L, it may or both by fits, M. ſtar d; : 

Bella. So it may for Marry, * W 


. 


The Walksof Iſtington end Hogodong 


Fh. Remember R. ſtands fcrrepent, but I am farenough. 
off from that. N. is the next letter, N. ſtands for nere be 
good, you ſhall learn O. QP. V. in private, that is the full 
prick or concluſion of the Lovers Alphabet. ＋ 

Bella. Take heed, be not too haſty. 

Some that would ſeem more nice then vertuous. 
Who ufea bluſh, or modeſt bafhfulneſs, 

To vail their knowledge of ill propoſitions, 
(Such as I'm ſure pou make, though y have a trick 
To ſmooth ĩt ore with your methodick wantonneſfs). 
Would be aſham d to tell you your ill meaning, 
But will not. | 

L. in your Alphabet doth ſtand for luſt 

And be not fool'd with ſuch awanicy, 

To think becauſe you are a handſome man, 

Or l ſo eaſie won to your ſociety, 

That ] will d an act may hold proportion 
With any baſeneſs; if you can love truly, 
Wichout a glance to any vild reſpect, 

Reveal it, | was never ſo ill bred. 

To give diſcourttous anſwers⸗ L 

Fly. Love, and love truly, are notyou-married:? 

Bela. I am not now Sir. 

Fly. A widdow and ſo cautious, Ple try another way; 
Have I taken up an Angle inſtead of a Bana Reba ? 

Yes I can love thee, and can love thee truly, and heartily, 
Vie ſwear ſo if thou' lt have me. 

Bell. Let me but hear you Sir, Ple ſwear as much, 

Fyy. Wile thou, fai h ty alittle. 

Bel, What do you pauſe on't Sir? 

Fly, No, no, 'm ready enough to ſwear, I am loath to 
caſt away too big an oaths and I'm afraid a {mal one wil not 
ſuffice her. Bell. Come ]'le propoſe the Oath, 

Fly. With all my heart. 

Bell. By thoſe divincr powers that govern Contracts, 
Swear to be true to me. 

Fly By all hoſe ſacred powers I kiſ the book. & ever wil 
obſerve it, cc me ſhal we walk a ſide now: K. ſes ber. 

Whoſe her. ? Bell, 


With tbe Humours of Foodfirevt-Compter. 
Bell. I am glad you are prevented; How vainly men in 
their raſh heat will ſwear to what they ner intend. Enter 
Vid. How now Stephen, what do you © Riv. Mild. and 
flye from your Colours? - - Mrs. Trimwel. 
Fh. No Sir, I flye to my Colours, red and white, Im a 
right Engliſh- man. Riv. Where's Pimpwel gone ? 
Fly, 1 ſent him for more Money. 
Wild. But that Heaven ordained al things for a good end, 
a man might ſwear that Pimpwe! was created for a Pimp: 
how cunningly he found her husband out;& how ſuddenly 
the rogue contriv'd that quick eſcape; Iwill have him put 
in the Almanack next to theGunpowder-Treaſon, 
Rivers. Or Gowries Conſpiracy ;\In what a ftammering 
caſe now is my French-man 3. and now think upon him, I 
have ſeen a face as right like that in Parris, 
Wild. Faith ſo have l. | 
Mrs. Trim. Were you e'r in France Mr. Rivers ? 
Rivers. Yes Sweetheart. 
Mrs.Trim. I have hac a brother there theſe 14. years, and 
have not heard from him. Ri. What part of France: 
Mrs. Trim. Pars. Mild. What was his name? Euter 
Mrs. Trim. Brooks. Wild. I never heard of him. Pimp, 
Fly.'Haft thou brought the mony. Pimp. Ther's. 5. 1. 
Fly. Go and beſpeak ſupper at the Fob of Fernſalem. 
Pim. I fear it's too late. FH. What's a clock ? Pim,Paſt 9. 
Fly, No matter; Lady you ſhall not leave me. 
Bell. Indeed I cannot — to morrow where you pleaſe 
Tle keep an hour with you. Fꝶ. we I drink a pint & talk onꝰt 
Pimpw. Vie tell you news, The French Knight's arreſted 
at the (uit of Mr. Boyaventure an Engliſh Merchant for 6000, 
pound, is gone to priſon, no bayl will be taken. 
Fly. I'm ſorry for'c; go, prethee make haſte, 
Pimps. I am gone. Exit Pimp. Euter Porter. 
Port. Gentlemen, my bufineſs is to one Mr. Elylove, 
Can you direct me to him? 
 Fhy. What is your buſineſs Porter? 
Port, I pray read that Letter Sir, I received it from a 
young Gentleman, 
* Fly. 


The I ally of Iſtington and Hogsdon, 
Fh. Gentleman! Ihope it is no news from Drowzy. 
Tomy friend Stephen Flylove; le try what Reads the 
your inſide ſayes; Ha, come with _— Superſcription. 
Gentlemen I have ſad news for you, Mercurio . is arreſted, 
Vid. Arreſted! Riv. What devil did the deed ? 
Fly. Nice the rich Merchant, cis but 20, 1. [ 1000, 
Riv, But 20.1.alas poor Gentleman, he can as wel diſcharge 
Fly. He hath writ to ſpeak wick me, he is not yet in priſon, 
Wild. Where is he? 
Fly. At the Harrow Tavern in hittle W/oodftreet. 
Wild. Come wel all go, perhaps they 'I take our Bayl. 
Riv. No hang them, theſe Citizens will take none but 
Free men; Wc] make atryal though. 1 
Wild. 1 would Pimywel were here agen, I am ſorry you 
appointed a Supper. 9 | 
Fly, No matter, we ſhall know ſome end on't ſuddenly. 
Riv, Let us defer no time,at the Harrow-Tavern ſay you. 
Bella. Sir | muſt take my leave of you at next turning. 
Fh. Well, meet me at the Fernſelem-Tavern, but be ſure 
you fail not. | | 
Bella. Your injunction ſhall be obſerved 
Fly. Vie leave a Glove at bar, Exeunt. 
| Ac 3. Scen. 3. 
Enter Mr, Hrmlock, Mrs Hemlock, Trimwel, Mace N. Tripes, 
Trim. Mrs. Hemlock if you and your husband do not affift 
me in this plot of dexterious miſchief (finifſter I ſtiould call 
it) I ſhal be diſgraced beyond remedy ; I have now met with 
an opportunity ſo pleaſing, ſo ſit, ſo apt to entertain m 7 
poſe, an hour where only Saturn is predominant, ſhall ſo 
zerk my light-heel'd Gallants, and the politick little Gypfie 
my wife, F/zleve is the pin that muſt ſer all the other wheels 
a going, which pin this honeſt blade my old acquaintance 
Tripe; {hal turn, Mr. Mace I know your part is not the leaſt in 
| | this revengeful conſpiracy, be ſure you uſe him roughly 
chat it may cauſea quarrel, and young Rivers will take fire 
| | at the leaft ſpark. 0111 
Tripes. If ſcarvy uſage will make them quarrel they fhal 
not want it, I hope Tripes is not to learn to uſe a man _ 
j | VIV, 
| 


ub the Humours of Wadfireet Compter. 


vily, I'm ſure I have practiz d theſe 20,years, and there's ne- 
ver a one that ever I arreſted yet can give me a good word; 
The Players brought me oth Stage once Ithank them in a 
Play'call*d the Roaring Girle, or The Catebpole, he was a pret- 
ty flow that acted me, hut he came ſhort of the rogheries 
I have done, Mrs, Hem, You have fent a Porter, 

Trim. | ſaw him deliver the Letter. 

Ars. Hem. "Tis very well,* cauſe this is a large room, you 
ſhall-retire into alefs, le ſhew them up ſtayrs, and pretend 
that Mercurio and the Serjeants are gone into the City to 
ſee ſome friend of his for bayl, and will be here prefently, 
which to countenanee you ſhall Jeave: your pint pot half 
full of wine, your empty foul pipes and the candle, and when 
I ſhall give the watch-word you may enter. 

Trimwel. And now you talk of the watch-word, is the 
Watch ſer at Cripplegate 5 a = 7970 

Mrs, Hem. And hath been this half hour. 

Trim. if there be but the leaſt difturbance, let your boy be 
ready to call the Watch up; can he frame a lye handſomly 
before the Juſtice next morning, I know the Watch will db 
their parts,only they have one fault, which is to charge every 
offender with one way of affault, that muſt be avoided, - 

Mrs. Hem. I warrant you for the boy Ned. | 

Bey. Anon, anon Sir, Did you call Mr. Mr. Hem. Ves Sir. 

Trim. Is thy name Villanous ? 

Boy. No Sir, tis a nick name my Mr. hath given me. 

Trim. But thou muſt now deſerve it, ean you ãf need be, 
abuſe, 1 mean accuſe a Gentleman before a Toftice of peace, 
to do a courteſie for a friend of your Maſters? 

Bey. Of what degree maſt the fault be? c | 

Trim. Of what degree? a learned boy, oh my dainty pick- 

he hath faults ar's fingers ends, the devil hath given 
us ſuch equal gifts; let me hear your degrees my fine villain, 

Trim. Time runs away, let me hear ſom of them preſently. 


Bey. Why fir; l can accuſe him for picking of your koeker Al f 


calling you ſon ofa whore. Rogue, Knave, Cheat, ſiriking of 
you with a ſword, with a tz ff, with a pot, a Candleſtick, or 
ſtab d you wich a Tobacco-pipe, or are you married ? 


4 


Trim, Yes Sir. 


' 
Boy. 
. 
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Frim. No, Ile warrant you. and Trimmel. 


— woo > ene 


"Walk of Mingten and Hari, 
- "Boy... Then if you will Sic, Ile ſwear I Taw him Tye with 
arc: 1 nd 212 n arm 18 1 
.- . Trim, Nog ny, hangyou, IIe have ig lene to nothing 
that appears like truch, you {hall find caule enough to ſwear 
Ile warrant you, and ſo we fhall have all, ; | 

Tripes. | — this boy, a pretty ingenious Lad; 

Doſt chou not know me Fack? 2 
Bay. My name's Richard Plilpat, l was born in Turnhal. ſtreet 
ripes. "T is true, cis true, doſt not know me Dick Feipot ? 


Ba. No cralySir.,, /,- | Ws 
-Treges., How doth thy father, is thy mother living Rill ? 

Bey. No Sir, ſhe's dead; did you know her Sir? 

Tripes. Did I now her, Ia dozen years before I Knew 
theeʒ why. thou art now, let me ſee, 1 64 i. thou art now ſome 
14. years of age Dick. Boy. I am almoſt 15. Sir. 

Tripes. I think thou wantſt half a year on't. 

Baß. No Sit, want but a quarter. 
„Apes. I, thereabouts, didſt never hear thy father ſpeak 
e Dick- Boy, No indeed Sir. F | 
,- Tripes, I am thy Godfather. Ben Are you Sir? 
 -Trapes; Am —— who u ould have — to have 
ſeen this boy hereʒ do thy dutyʒl ſhal find ſomthing for thee, 
Bey. Pray Godfather give me your bleſſing. 

Tripes. Good boy, thou art no Brownift, f ſee thou canſt 
kneel to thy Godfather for a gift, ſo can ſom of them too for 
thy hopes, but,ytaigh boy I cannot part with mpny at this 
time, thou ſhalt have my bleſſing. Omnes. Ha, ha, ha, 

Boy. A pox of your blellingsI thought how wel you were 
my Godfather ; had it not 115 for the hopes of y out mony 


Ide have ſeen you hang d or Ide have beleeyed you, l know 


where my Godfathers are, though Ide have ſatirfied;your 
humor for your mony. Within. Boy, Drawer, Drawer, 
Trim. Boy look to your charge, they are come, 
Bey. By and by, anon, anon Sir. Exit boy. 
Mrs. Hem. Goall of you into that room. 
Mr. Hem. The watch words ſhall be, F wonder he ſtayes ſo 
long. Mr. Trim. 1 would not have you ſeen. | Exauat Serj. 


Ar,. 


With the Humauzs of Woodſtrett Campter. 


Mrs. Hem. You are very welcom Gent. Ext. Wild, Eg. 
Wild. Are you the Mafter of the houſe 2 Riv. & Mrs. Trim. 
Me Hem. Yes Sir, for wand of a better. 

Mild. may be ſo; what fall 1call your name? 

Mr. Hem. My name is Hemlock Sir. 

Fly. Thou art half hang d, thou haſt an ill name Hemlock 
and a Vintner, bleſs me from thy wine ; did chere not a 
couple of Serjeants bring in a Gentleman even now? 

Me. H. Yes Sir, are you the Gentleman he ſent for? 

Fly, Where is he? ; 

Mr. H. He and the Serjeants are gone into Cbeapſide to a 
friend of his that he hopes will bayl him, they be here pre- 
ſently, this is his room. | 

Fly. Why would not that friend come hither ? 

Mr. H. He was in bed Sir. Rs 

Fly. A poor excuſe, that man will ſcarce be bay],cthat will 
not - = — to ſave 6 . 2 

Mr. 1 hope Sir you will do him ſome » he's a pretty 
Gentleman, tis pitty he ſhould ſoffer. C | 

Fl. It is indeed, hath he paid the reckning.- - - - 

Mr. No Sir. Fl. How long hath he been gone? 

Mr. Half an hour Sir, I wonder he ſtays ſo long. Enter 

Wild. How now, who are theſe ? Serjeants. 

Tripes. Is your name Mr. Flylove? Fly. Yes Sir. 

Tripes, 1 arreſt you at the ſuit of Alice Drowezy. Riv. draws, 

Riv. Arreſt my friend! offers ta rum at the Serj. 


Wild, Then let me ſuffer too. and the Mr. eb houſe | 1 


Mrs. H. Murder, murder, murder, eoming between, he is 
o run and call the Watch, my hu burt ith* arm, then coms 
and's kilFd. in the miſtris. 


Conſtable. Beat down their weapons, I charge you che | 1 


Kings nameto keep his peace. 
Riv. The Kings peace we will keep. 
Conf. Or we ſhall force you. 


not fear to break it, D 
Conſt. Sir you Have kilbd the Maſter of the houſoa- 
Riv, Tm very ſorry for't Sir. q 


Riv. Did neihing urge me to t but your force, I ſhould | | 


Conſt, That is no ſatiifaction. | Riv, | 


1 


TH Walks nagen ani HRA, 
Riu. He is a man I meant no hurt to; Sit do you fend for 
Chy en 66 Hott, le fend you one ta orrow, 1 gueſs 
the danger of che wound z Come Sir, where wilt you con- 
ee eee 6 
Conſt.. To the next priſon, 
Wild. Oh that's the Compter. 


© Riv. Come then weTaltogether and make a merry night, 
no queſtion but we ſhall come off to morrow 3 1 pray Mr. 
Conſtable will you come for us betimes. | 
Conf. You ſhall have all the favour I can do you, I am 
ſorry for this chance. Fly. Faith ſo am J. Exeunt. 
Trim. And Iam ſorry too but cannot cry, Ext. Trimw. 
Now 1s my, plot made perfect, all the wheels 
Are in a general motion, I tauſt follow, I ſhall 
Never think they are in priſon, till ſe them 
Within the Compter- gate. 
My ſinging Gallants your mad miſdemeanor, 
Shall bring younow to fing the Comprer tenor. Exit, 


ES End. r — 4 ab 0 
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Euter as in the Compter Wildblood, Rivers, Flylove, Mrs. 
| Tirimnel and Nerper. 
, "Wild. Blood of the Rivers, thou beginſt co.droop, 
Thy ſonl feems not ſo active as it was: | 
Where be thoſe capering picces of pure flaſh, 
That made the genius of the place grow Comick ? ; + 
| By the wanton memory of Chaucer I could turn Poet, 
And write in as Heathen 'Englifh'; and. as bawdy ; 
Fle not to bed to night. | 
Rivers. Nor I by Fove: 
Fly, By Jupiter nor I, ſhall we be jovial; why ſhould we 
not; roncet᷑vre his place a Tavern, one place may ſerve for 
two uſes; ſome canceiye jt the habication.of the ſorrowful, 
and our tree ſpirits ſhall convert ie to a Paradiſe of delight; 
| Pray Sir what hour of the night ict. | 
\ | ___ Keeper, Palt ewelveSi 


> 
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With the Humours of Woodftreet-Compter. 


Fly. Iris an age to morning: Frank Rivers, prethee cheer 
up the woman, the droops. Riv, Doſt thou want reſt ? 

Mrs. Trim. Yes Sir, far more then ſleep. 

Riv. Thy mind's diſquiet then, prethee be cheerful, 
Sorrows are momentary as well as joyes; 

Were 1 ith' bottome of the Ocean, 
I'd bear my head up, till my own weight ſunk me. 
Sir, can we have ſome Wine. 

Keep. Ile ring the Bell for you, they are up at the Fea- 
thers-Tavern ; they lye at a ſafe Guard, they'l have their 
money before-hand. 

Fly. With all my heart, we ſnall not be miſ-reckoned then, 
here's money for a pottle of Canary, the night is ſomewhac 
cold, and Sack is ſprightly. 

Keep, Hugh, Hugh. - Enter Drawer at the window. 

Hugh. What a Hugh and cry you make, I have ftayed up 
theſe two nights, you are all mad I think, will you not go 
to bed to night · 

Wild. Prethee honeſt Hugh (if thy name be ſo) fill us one 
pottle of Canary, let's have clean pipesand Tobacco. 

Hugh. Where's your money ? | 

Riv. At hand, at hand, my midnight Drawer. 

Hugh. Who's that, Mr. Rivers? Riv. I, doſt know me? 

Hugh. Do l Sir, I fill'd you many a gallon of Wine at the 
Bear upon Fleet- bridge. a | 

Riv, Oh, th'art an honeſt blade, Iknow thee, prethee fill 
me good Wine. - Hugh, The beſt in the Sellar. Exit. 

Wil. Hark you fir, is there not a French knight in the bouſ? 

Keep, His name is Sir Reverence Lamard, he lies two ftories 
higher to the ſtreet. | 

Riv. A lamentableftory ! can you not invite him down? 

Keep. Vietry Sir. Riv. Th'art an honeſt Keeper. 

Fly. Theſe Keepers have been rumor d to be chucliſh ; 1 
like this fellows humour very well. | 

Weld. Oh what a crew of Wine-Leaches ſhal we have ſtick 


upon us to morrow morning for 6nr Garniſh, we are of 


the Maſter. ſide, ꝓour half-crowns a piece Gentlemen, l know 
the order, I have commenc d in this Colledge before now. 


Sub {919 #1 56 4 Bo. Hugh, | 


The Walks of Iſlington and Hat du, 
Hugh. A pottle of Canary in the Compter, ſcore. Euter 
Fly._ In the Compter you rogue; Sir can't you Drawer 


ſnew us a better room. with Mine. 


Hugh. It is too late Sir, pray be civill, and keep your 


own room; Exit Drawer. 


Fly. Is this the end of our travail? Here's a Health to 


our good deliverance. 


Wild. By the blood of Bacebus I Je pledge thee, 2 4240 
Fly. Come 1'le begin a mad Health, and let every man 


have his fancie. 


Here's a curſe to all theſe 
That are Priſ'ners foes, 
And the Coward that goes 
To undoe men for blows, 
Who doth haſely expoſe 
— bodies throwes, 

n 4 Priſon where s 
Infection toth* noſe, 
And from top to the toes 
Are tormented with woes, 
Till, be it ſpoke under the Roſe, 
They'r meat jor the Crowes, 
Confu fion to thoſe 
In Mester and Proſe. 


Wild. Pray drink off your cup, and we' all keep the cloſe, 
here comes my white Knight in his Lawn fleeves, now if a 
Quaker ſaw him he would take his fhirt for a Surpleſs, and 
condemn it for a Babyloniſh Garment, or in good ſooth and 
verily a wicked and ſuperſtitious remnant of that foul flaps 
the whore of Babylon. 

Sir Rev, Begar dat whore of Babylon be one of me Annts. 

Riv. Monfieur you ſee we are come to bear you companys 
you ſhall not engroſs the priſon to your ſelf, 

Sir Rev. Me tank you for noting, you tan no give me de 
ſheat now as you have fro (vat do you cal de fader of de pig) 


Fly. The father of the Pig; a Hog. 


Fir R Hog, hog, hog, as you gave me de heat at Hogdown. 


Riv. Wel forget it, there was no hurt meant, on my cre- 


rr 


dit, there was another cauſe you muſt not know. ir R. 
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Sir R. Begar but me do know already, you carry away de 
Surzhons vite, begar he be horn- mad. 

' Wild, How came you to know this? would he reveal it? 

Sir K. Yes begar and more to, tas he dat make Drowzy 
de Kiſhin-wenſh to arreſt Monfieur Fhylove. | 

Riv. The devil at laſt is even with us. A ſhowt in 

Within. Room for my Lord Judge. the Hole, 

Fly. How now what's the matter ? 

Keep, This noiſe is ith* Kings Ward; tis term'd the Hole. 

Fly. But are they allow'd to be ſo lowd there, 

Keep. We cannot check a Cuſtome they have us d, 
Which is when a new Priſoner firſt comes in, 

They have a Scæne of mirth, where one is Judge, 
And fits a tryal upon life and death, 

Fly, May we not ſee them Sir. 

Keep. I have no — to open Wards at this late 
hour oth' night, leſt ſome combuſtion happen amongſt the 
priſoners, which my ſtrength will be too weak to paciſie. 

Kiv, My life for yours no danger Sir. 

Keep. Ve appear honeſt Gentlemen, and Ile truſt ye. 

Riv, Thank you Sir;come Monfieur wil you walk down. 

Sir R. Zhentlem me vill vait on you tomorrow, but me 
mus cem to bed; but me have anoder plot in my head begar. 


Fly. Wel Monſieur good night, take reſt, and ſleep ſecure. 
Sir R. Awee Monſicur tres humble ſerviteur. 


AR 4+ Scen, 2. 
Enter as in the Hole Wildfire, Lord Lowſ-proof,Steward Rent free 
Conſtable-Lazy, and Chamberlain-Faylbird. 

Rent, Whatis your name my friend ? 

Lowſ. You-muſt tell the Steward your name, you will be 
the ſooner.entred a member of the Sheriffs-Bazket, there is 
{my friend) a ſtrange miracle in our living, we never want 
meat yet keep continual faft ; and yet all that faft, you may 
ſee hy our Clothes we are looſe enough; we live in imita- 
tion of the Owls, we ſleep ith' day time, and revel all the 
night: Some beds we have for Gentlemen of quality, as my 


ſelf being the Lord, Steward 8 Conſtable Laxy, and 
2 


Chamberlain Faylbird. Wildf, 
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 Wildf, Gentlemen, I was a Page to a Knight that was a 
priſoner in this houſe Sir Rev, Lemerd, my name is W/dfire, 

Lowſ. Prethee ftand farther off, thou wilt melt me elie. 

Fayl. My Lord begins to hiſs, | 

Lewſ. Gentlemen of the Kings- Ward let us conſult 
the bulineſs, tis for the good of the Hole, and of the whole 
Houſe ; let us for once be wiſer and honeſter then er we have 
been, there may come much miſchief by this Vilaßre, if he 
fray long he will conſume us, and every creeping thing a- 
bout us, our beds being all ſtraw is very combultible ; 
the very blowing on's noſe blows a bed up. | 

Rent. There's a Bug upon your Honours doublet. 

Lopf. Is there but one, give it Wildfire, he is fit for no- 
thing but to receive my Moabites in reverſion, they may live 
upon him like ſo many Salamanders; If will petition to 
morrow for the diſcharge of Wildfire, he ſhall not ſtay with 
us, we muſt have Wildfire put out, tis picy ſuch a ſpark ſhould 
be in the Compter. 

Enter Keeper, Flylove, Rivers, Wildblood, Mrs. Trimw. 
Stand afide, here comes the Gentlemen Rats, it is moſt fic I 
give them the firſt ſalutation; Gentlemen you are moſt un- 
happily incountred. 

Fly. I do moſt unfortunately thank you Sir, we come to 
ſee your Revels, are they ended? are you my Lord ? 

Eazy. Yes Sir, he's my Lord. 

Fly. Well Gentlemen we make bold to viſit you, and (to 
be the better welcome) we have brought with us each man a 
bottle of Canary; who's that knocks ? 

Keep. *Tis ſomebody at the Compter· gate, ſome more 
Rats I believe. knocking at the Compter-gate. 

Wild, Bring them hither of what degree ſoever. 

Exit Keeper and Lowzy. 

Lazy. I, I, Hole um, Hole um; Rat, tat tat, this is the 
City-Mouſ- trap; here do we lye at a ſure ward, revel all 
night, and breath deſiance to the Watch and the Conſtable; 


| we have ſuffered under the terrour of Authority, and now 
' we have got the Law in our own hands. 


Lowzy, A Rat, a Rat, a Rat. Enter Lenzy. 4 
| iv. 


With the Humours of Noodſtreet Compter. 


Riv, What are they, Citizens or Gentlemen ? 

Low. No, no, they are neither Citizens nor Gentlemen, 
and yet they are a company for Lords, they are muſicall 
Rats, ſinging Rats, men chat are come to keep time in the 
Compter; they are crowding in, therefore you that mean 
to expreſs your activity, prerare and be in readineſs, a man 
ia priſon may eaſily du his ſink · a -· pace. . 

Enter Keeper and the Maſici aus. 

Fly. Theſe are the Blades that were with us at Hogs dox.z 
this was ſome preciſe Conſtable, ſome brother oth' Family, 
that ſent the Muſicians to priſon or elſe ſome joyiall Hu- 
mouriſt that had a mind the priſoners ſhould be merry to 
night; well my Mafters, fince you are here, ſtrike up cou- 
ragiouſly, here be Gentlemen have a mind to diſcoyer their 
footing, you ſhall not loſe your labour, Ile pay your Fees 
in the mornin 

Fidlers,. We thank you noble Mr. Flylove, 

Low, Gentlemen, throw of your bottomleſs pantoffies, 
and let's to't, here's Sack to cherriſh us when we have fini- 
ſhed. They Dance an Antick, 

Wilth, Gentlemen, we thank you, when we 'r at liberty, 
we l ſend * ſomething worth your eſtimation, in the mean 
time drink that. Gives them moneys 

Fly. | come, let's go, I do not like the fume of this cloſe 
room; how fare you Mrs, Trimpel ? 

Mrs. Trim. Well Sir, but that the ſcent is ſomewhat noy- 
ſome, the room above, from whence we came, is ſweeter, 

Riv. Come, we'l go upagen then. 

Fly.. I, I, let's go, god-night good friends. 

Onmes. We thank you Gentlemen, we'l drink your 
hcalthsco morrow morning. 

Riv. ln che morning Muſick wol keep our words with 
you, but | ſhall tal with you for the trick you put upon me 
at Hogrdon. 

Fidlers, It was no fault of ours indeed Mr. Rivers, we'l 
m3k't _— to morrow. Exeunt Rivers, Mrs, 

Riv. Well, well, good night, Trim. Wildblood and 

omnes. Good night to you all Gentlemen: Fhloxe. F 

Low. 


The Walk; of Iſlington and Hogsdon, 


' Lowſ. Come my Maſters we that were Dancers will make 
an equal divifion of the Gentlemans bounty, here is cen 


- hillings, and we are fix on's. 


Ren. 12. d. a piece, & the reſt in drink among the prifners 

Lowſ. I like the motion well my equal Steward, here is 
ſom e Sack left, that we'l drink with the Mufitians, and ex- 
cuſe their Garniſh in the morning, Omnes. Agreedmgreed, 

Low/. Let us conſult farther in our with-drawing room: 
How now Chamberlain cannot you leave your old trade? 
muſt you be filching ? wouldſt thou undo a poor Common- 
wealth at one pull thou unconſcionable thief, but l am too 
ſubcil for you Cera, you can't deceive me; The devil take 
me if my Angel leave me. 

Rent. Nobly ſpoke my Lord; room for my Lord there, 

Enter above with @ long rope Sir Rev. Lamard. 

Sir Rev. Tis very light, begar me fall be diſcover now if 
my ſtring do ſlip down goes Sir Reverence upon ſome Waſh- 
mans head, and begar dat vill bewray all; I can ſee no 
candle, dere be no body up in de ſtreet, and me can hear no- 
ting but de Fiddles in de Priſon ; if 1 fall break my neck in 
ſandra for my liberty, begar my adverſary make dice of my 
bones, but I fall couzen him, for my bone crumble to aſhes : 
So, ſo, vas very faſt, and ſo faft, as me can, me vill down 
Begar me tink ic be ſomewhat ſtrange dat me mus come to 
be ſaveby de Rope, but if I be taken, for ought I know I (all 


be hang in de Rope, I carenot me fall Heſlides down and 
ventre for all dat, as good be hang as reftcth on the Fea- 
live in priſon : Begar here comes ſom- thers Tavern. 
body vith light, me fall be taken, dere Ext. Pimpw. drunk 
be no vay to ſcape, and me canot clime with a Terch in his 
up agen: Oh Diabolo vat ſall become hand. 


of me, de vindow be ſhat, me can no creep into de Tavern, 
and I fall not be taken for Zhorge a horſ-baek, as me ſaw 
once in de Play; begar dis man be drunk, I ſee by his ſtagger, 

Pimpw. A ſawey Conſtable to queſtion my lodging, can- 
not a man go home to his houſe in peace? Is it not ſuffici- 
ent that I can carry my ſelf to the Compter, but I muſt be 
beholding to an enigmatical Conſtable, and his 9 

atch; 
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Watch; a man can no ſooner come neer them, but who goes 
there? come before the Conſtable z Come afore a Cuckol 
Oh ſuch a rogue would be hang'd ; Lex me ſee, where am 
this is Woodftreet, whereabouts is the Feathers-Tavern. 

Sir Rev. A pox for you, you be too neer de Feder-Tavern 
already, and begar now I ſee him, dis fellow be priſoner in 
de Compter, but I have an invention he ſall no ſpy mes be- 
gar me vill creep into dis Buſh, and ven he be gone me fall 
go down courageo. 

Pimpw. This is the Compter where many a man lies with 
a heavy heart, | have been a priſoner this two or three years, 
yet walk abroad at my leaſure, and am as drunk as a devil 
for my pleaſure, 

Sir Rev. Begar me haveextream need to make vater, I 
ſall piſh my breeſh, Oh Diabolo 1 ſall be found, begar me 
can ſtay no longra, me ſall burſe. 

Pimps, I will knock up this rogue Hugh at the Feathers; 
Hag b, Hugb, you rogue riſe, my name's Prmpwel, you ſleepy 
rogue riſe and let me in, muſt I wait upon you with a pox 
to you. Nouns what's that? Sir Rev. piſſetb upon 

Sir Rev. Begar now I be undon in a piſſing vhile, bim. 

Pimpw. You ſon of a Batchelor, do you throw your Piſ- 
pots upon My head, if I could finde ſtones lde break your 
windows, bur fince I cannor, I will even make bold to ſet 
fire of your Buſh, then throw your water and ſpare not. 

Sir Rev. Oh Mordieu, me ſall be burn in de Buſh, or be 
hang in de R. pe, I vould | were in me ſhamber agen, | 

Pimpw. What's here, a Rope? ſome pri- Pimpw,ſpieth 
ſoner has made an eſcape out of the Maſters- the rope. 
fide; there's money for ſomebody to pay, Ile in and call 
the Turn- key, a priſoner eſcap'c, a priſoner, a priſoner. 

Within, From whence ? 

Pimpw. A private chamber in the Maſters· ſide. 

Within, A priſoner, a priſoner. 

Pimpw. Look, look, here's the Rope. Ent. 2. or 3. Keepers, 

Keep. Run up to the Mafters fide, ſee if the French Knight 
be in's Chamber, his Action is 6000. I. we are all undone if 
he eſcape away. Exit 2, Keepers. 

Pimp. 
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Pimpw. I, I, we are Ill undone, if he be gone here's Rope 
enough for us all. | 

3. Keep. Pox on you for a drunken rogue, wher haſt bin? 

Pimpy. Drinking wine in bowls boys, I am almoſt drunk, 
but what ſhal we do for the priſoner, ſhall I run after him ? 

3+ Keep. Which way is he gone? Pim. The Lord knows. 

2. Keep, Hallowgh ? 1. Keep. What ſay you? 

2. Keep. The French Knight is eſcaped, you muſt make 
ſwift purſuit, he cannot be gone far. 

1. Keep. Pluck up the Rope; look well toth' Gate, Pimp- 
wel run you to Cripplegate, you to ſome other Watches, and 
all the way you run, ery out a priſoner. Exit. 

3. Keep. A priſoner, a priſoner. Ex. keep. ſeveral ways. 


Sir Reverence comes out of the Buſh» 

Sir Rev. Oh the great pox run with you all, vat a fear 
have dey put me in, begar me vill not ſtay, 'tis very light, 1 
ſee no paſſenger, dis vas de braveſt time: So, now me are 
down, futra for Keeper; begar me can no ſhuſe but laugh, 
how dey run away from me to find me; Oh me bravebuſh! 
Fiſh vay fall me take to be ſafe, me mus come no neer Crip- 
plegate, nor Sheapſide, I (all take ſome udder vay, the devil 
is in me if I come agen; Farewell good Comprer, I am not 
Joath to part from you: I remember two line of an Ergliſh- 
man dat vent from de Priſon, dey var des: ; 

Dis Hovſe mus be let at a miſerable rate, 
For Iha leſt my Shambra, any man may ha't: 
Farewel Comptera. Exit. 


Enter Splendora and a Keeper. [ Mercurio ? 
Splend. Can you direct me to the hapleſs lodging of nous 
Keep. He lies ich* Maſters · ſide, he is a Gentleman whole 
miſery works much compaſſion in each Officer, I would my 
power could fave him. 
Splexd, Thank you Sir? 
Such worthy wiſhes in ſuch men as you, 
Who bear a function of that cruel nature, 
Being ſo rare, appears moſt excellent; 
Pray tell me Sir, how doth he take his ſufferings? 
1 N EVO" Keep, 
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Keep, I think he is in love; he's often heard 
To ſigh a Ladies name, and ſing lad Sonnets 
In dültolving paſlion, 
Such as might melt the Tyger-cruelty 
Of men turn'd Tyrants; thus much I obſerve, 
The priſon doth not fright him from his reft, 
Like his divorce from her whoſe name he fighs ſo3 
Ile call him if you pleaſe, yet tis ſomewhat early. 
Splend. Sir, ] givethanks 
Unto your loving diligence, and with your leave, 
I ſhall conceive it but a friendly Office, 
To ſpare his labour, and walk up to him. Exit Splend, 
Keep. Thoſe ſtayrs direct you, turn on your left hand. 


Enter to the Keeper Bellaflora. 


Bella. Are you the Keeper Sir? 

Keep, I turn the key, my Office is as much 
To let men out as in; I take no pride, 

To ſtand *twixt men and freedome, ſuck a Keeper 
I am, and would be thought. 

Bella. Heaven be thy Keeper, and grant thy place cor- 
rupt thee not; pray Sir, was there not brought in among 
other Gentlemen, a priſoner late laſt night, call'd Mr. 
Flylove? Nep. Yes Lady. 

Bella» How could — a word in private with him? 
the bufineſs which I have concerns his freedome. 

Keep.: Iſhall be glad to call him, —— Mr. Fylove. 

Priſoners within. Mr, Flylove, Mr. Flylove, Ent. Flylove, 

Fly. What a noiſe you make, I'm become a man of cal» 
ling now; who ist would ſpeak with me Sir. 

Keep. Here's a fair Lady, Ile leave you to your oppor- 
tunity. Exit Keeper. 


Fly. Gramercy honeſt Keeper: How now, who's this? 
How my blood ftartles in me on the ſudden ? 


Bella, What, do fright you Sir? I come to ſee and com- 


fort you with my beſt love to file your Fetters off. 18 F 


Fly, Such charitable language, and ſuch face : | 
Had b:auteous Belafiore, to whoſe ſoul 
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Mine was contracted, but my breach of vow, 

. with the infamy of this loath'd action, 
o lately done, hath ſent her far from me; 

This is the pleaſant widdow we met at Hegsdeu, 

I remember now; 

But ſee how guilt will fool a man, I was 

— how you thought to finde me here. 

Bella. Some other time Ile tell you, if l may 
(Without the breach of modeft manners) ask. you 
What is the cauſe of your impriſonment ? 

Fly. What a queftion's that? Plelye ith* Compter all my 
life time, e're I make known the cauſe that laid me here, a 
toy, a trifle, for nothing but diſputing with the Conftable, 
here's Fack Wildblood and Frank Rivers in the houſe. (three 
merry boys be we) here's the woman too, will you go ſee 
them. Bella, No Sir, but if the cauſe of your reſtraint from 
freedom be of chat eaſie value, you'l be gone within an hour. 

Fly. I. I, within this hour at the fartheſt. 

Bell. Poor man, how thoudeceiv'ft me and thy (elf, aſide 
I as much bluſh to let him underſtand 
I know the cauſe of his affliction, 

As he doth to reveal it; if you pleaſe 
I'le ſtay till you go off. 

Fly. You may ſtay this twelve- month for ought = 
1 know; I muſt put her off, to ſay the plain truth Lady] 
have an Action entred againft me ſince I came in. 

Bella. You need not let that fright you, I have ſo mach 
ill, although a very unexperienc'd woman to tell you, 
whilſt you are under the command of any Juftice for the 
breach oth” peace, you are not lyable to any Action. 

Fly. She ſays true, where the Devil got you ſo much law? 

Bella. Come, come, I know tht caule that keeps you here, 

Fly. How 1 I am ſorry for that. aſide. 

Boll. Ist not a womans Action? Fly. Awomans Action. 

Bell. I have hit the mark, and I could name the party. 

Fly. Lady Pte take my leave, I'm call'd above. 

Bella. Indeed you are not Sir, pray ſtay a little, 

I know you think the fac you have committed, 
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To be of that vile nature, that you bluſh 
To tell or think Iknow it ; you the leſs 
Stand in my condemnation for che ill, | 
Becauſe twas ated on fo much deformity, 
It makes me think ſome Witchcraft, drink, or madneſs 
poſſeſt you at that time; they being remov'd, 
Your penitence brings back your raviſht worth, 
And youare man agen, but the nice winner 
Of every fair one's a judicious finner, 
And in that judgement multiplies each fact, 
And findes his Tragedy in the laſt AR, ; 
Fl. This circumſtance confirms your knowledge of it, 
And I am ſorry. Bel. Thatt know't. Fly, Tis true. 
Bella. But if) qu pleaſe t ſhan't be the worſe for you, 
Would I were beautiful enough to pleaſe you, 
Or had a mind that you might think ſo fair, 
To merit your beſt wiſhes in the bliſs 
Of ſacred Wedlock, you ſhould then be ſure 
To ſhake this bondage off. Fly. Pray let me pꝛauſe. 
My former raſhneſs may take licenſe for tʒ 
Jam in priſon, and the Law exacts 
My body for a year; Icould produce 
Such bayl as is ſufficient for my freedom, 
But I will. periſh er 1 reveal my foandall ; 
This woman's fair, and hath a face ſo like 
To one, whoſe memoxy1 owe my being, 
I know not what to anſwer; . Then agen 
"Tis for my freedom, from a bondage which 
May ruine foul and body; Pm refolv'd, 
If Bellaſtora knew it, ſa would ſhe, 
And pardon all, which works my Liberty. 
You do not ask me this to try me, do you? 
Bella. No by thoſe joysI wilh for. 
Fly. Nor tell me of my fact, or of your friendſhip; 
At every angry occaſion, * 
Which the beſt married pair ſeldome avoid. 
Bells. May all my life be made of diſcontents, 
And they in old age kill me, if I do. | 
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Fly. How neer ſhe comes to — ſtill, 
In all her noble actions; If I could 
Believe the Pythagorean ax ĩoms true, 
Of tranſmigrated ſpirĩti, did the Grave 
Contain my Bella fra, | ſhould think 
This frame contain'd her ſoul, the Gods would ſure: 
Conſume me, if this Contract I now make 
And ſeal, this vertuous woman were not lawful : 
By all the joys eternal, dy the hapes Th 
I have to live a life that's long and bleſt, 
To ſee a numerous iſſue fairly bred 
In all their actions, ſh. wing ſtill the minds 
Of their long ſleeping Anceſtors, I' le bee 
Thy husband, love, and life, TIe maxry thee. 
Bella. This day. Fly, Thie-veey dne 
Within. Stephen Flylove, the Conftable's come, 
Keep, Sir, the Conſtable waits for you. Ent, keeper. 
Bella. Delay not, ith' mean time IIe bayle you here, 
Remember Sir, 1 5 
Fly. Idoe. 


— —_— —— 
— — — 


Bella. Adieu my dear. 


Actus quintus, Scæna prima. 


Enter Flyl. Bella ft. Rivers, Mrs. Trinrwel and Wildblood. 
Wild. W.lcome to liberty my Cavaliers, 
The gawdy portalls of the red-cheekt morn, 
Stand wide to entertain you, and delight 
Your fickned ſences with the bright diſplay - 
Of glictering Phebus. | 
Rivers. Y our genius ſoars too high, you'l melt his wings. 
Wild. I am aiery as Pbiletus when he tripp'd 
Over the ears of Corn, and ne'r bent head; 
I could out- run Atlaxta. 
Rivers. Atlanta? within theſe two hours a Cripple could 
out- run thee, and. give thee five in the fifteen : 
But 2 oy ſo ſtupid? rowſe thy ſpirit ; 
rty diſcomfort, or the exchange Of 


— 
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Of grates for fragrant fields diſmay thee thus. 
Fly. Faith I am dull, and I ha' reaſon for't. 
Wild. What is the melancholly matter prethee ? 
Fly. That which will move you all when 1 ſhall ſpeak 3 

Mercurio's dead. Rivers, Dead! ; 
Wild. He was well laſt night. Fly.He dy'd this morning. 
Wild. Oh my poor lot friend! 7 
Rivers. His cruel Creditor is paid; Oh my Mercurio! 
Fly. Iknew'twould dull you all as well as I, 

This day his Funeral is, I hope you'l be 

The ſad ſpectators ot his Qbſcquies, 

Raynard the Keeper will inſtruct you when, 

And tell you more, pray go and leave me here, 

I have a ſadneſs that concerns not you, 

Plc put it off and meet ye. Riv. Good morrow Stephen. 
Wild. .Farewel friend. Mrs. Trim. Good morrow Mr. Fl. 

Fly. . Your humble ſervant; Lady what ſtay you for? Exe. 
Bella. Where would you have me be? Riv. Mild. Mrs. J. 
Fly. Where you pleaſe; I can't command your being. 
Bella. What mcans my Love ? 

Your ſpeech betrays ſome diſcontent in you, . 
Fly. Ves, I'm troubled, Oh my ſweet Bella flora! 
Bela. Who do you figh for Sir? 

Fly. A tricnd, a friend, an honeſt friend of mine. 
Bella. This is a time to baniſh diſcontents. 
Fly. No, no, to increaſe them. 

Bel. It is an hour was made to conſectate our holy eontract 
Fly. Why l, I told you ſo, Bell. Will you not marry me. 
Fly. 1 will not break my faith to Bell. flira 

To gin a Queen, a Goddeſs. 

Bella, Then you have plighted faith unto another. 
Fly. Yes cunning temptreſs I have. 
Bell. Why do you blemiſh my well-meaning heart, 

With ſuch a title ? N 
F/y. Could your ſecurer ſubtilty preſume 

On no deceit but this? Had you propoy'd 

Oar of ſome Magazine of rarities, 

Gold, Silver, Jewels, though they were as precious 

As Erephile's Bracelet (which ſhe ſold Her 
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Her dear affecting husband for) I had 


Eſtecm'd them all as nothing, but weak l 
Too fond of (what I now curſe) Liberty, 


Muſt ſell my peace, my life, and much I fear 


My bliſs eternal, Bela. Oh you Angels, where 
Lives there a faithful man, why did you make 
This ſolemn Contract to me. 
Fly. Twas a bad proteſtation, and the breach 
Is better then performance, yet becauſe 
You (hall not ſay I cheated favours from you, 
Reſign me to my priſon, where le live, 
Onely with thinking of my Bela flora, 
Her very name ſhall purifie the ay re, 
And make a dungeon grow as fragrant, 
As Meadow Flowers in triumphant June. 
Bella. Thou common man that doft two contracts break, 
I have ſo much to ſay, I cannot ſpeak. Exit Bellaflora, 
Fly. Like men for Robberies that loſe their breath, 
I leave the priſon to embrace my death. Exit Fh love. 
Enter Rivers and Ars. Trimwel. 
Mrs. Trim. You are very wanton Frank, 
Rivers. Now I have got thee fingle, ſhall we try 
An amorous duell for a boy now, I'm all fire, 
And could perform an act *bove Hercules; 


Glue thy red lips to mine, and let us prove, 


Thejocund pleaſure of the billing Dove. 
Agen, once more, you do notdo it heartily, 
We'l makea numeration from a kiſs, 
Shall poſe Arithmatick. Mrs, Trim. You'l tell of this, 
Riv. Steal, and reveal ; he's a bold thief indeed, 
Are. Trim. There are too many ſuch, 
They cannot have a favour, ſuch a one. 
Rivers. I, ſuch a one. 
Mrs. Trim. As you imagine, but they muſt reveal it, 
As it it were a ſecond ſport to tell it. 
Rivers, They glory in their ations, and would prove 
How much they merit by their Ladies loye; 
This I diſdain, 


They kiſs. 


Urs, Trim, 
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Mrs. Trim. Do ye uſe to talk in your ſleep, you'l tell it to 

your bed-fellow; Riv. Youare too jealous of me. 

Mrs. Trim. Come then, Ile try thee; kiſs me, 

That's the firſt peal to bed, but I won': truſt ye. 

Rivers. Why do you mock me thus? 

Mrs. Trim. The cauſe being ſo great, | may be doubtful, 
You'l have another Love, then out goes all, 

But uſe your will, : 

Rivers. To do thy will a pleaſure, ſhall we be private» 

Mrs, Trim, As private as you pleaſe. 

Rivers. Such privacie beſt pleaſeth, 

Mrs.Trim. Comte let's away then. They offer to off 

Ri vers. Stay (upon better thought) Il have Ri. returns. 
No ſuch defire to't. Mrs. Trim. How? 

Riv. Prethee be not angry, I am very loath to go to hell 
ſo eaſily. Mrs, Trim. What pretty change is this? 

Riv. I would it plea d you, pray ſatisfie one thought and 
Iam for you. Mrs, Trim. Willingly. 

Riv, And truly. Mrs. Trim, By my life I will. 

Riv, Did never filken Gallant with queint words, 

A fair proportion'd body, and ſmooth chin, 

Such as you women like, tempt you to this, 

This feat, before | mov'd you. Mrs. Trim. Never. 
Riv. Never, prethee bethink thy ſelf, you doubt me ſtill. 
Mrs, Trim. But you ſuſpe& me more, I vow never. 

Riv. How fain would I believe thee, if thou ſwear'ſt true, 
Thou'rt fitter far for Heaven then this act, 

Which thou ſhalt ne'r be guilty of for me; 

What pitty tis to take fair new blanche Lawn, 

And ſprinkle ink on't; let not your husbands doubts, 

Bred by your frequent abſence, and ſuch howers 

Civility ne'r warranted, urge you 

To acts that cauſe his ſhame, and your own ſhame. 

Mrs. Trim. Whats your intent for this. Riv. Vle tel you. 
The guilty giddy people, who conceive 
All acts more vile then they appear, 

Have ſpred an infamy upon us both, 

Which if unquell'd, in time will fix a ſtain, 
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(chough cauſleſs) which no Rethorick can charm 
To alteration; thus in brief I'le do, 
By a moft queint invention I have thought, 
I thall return you to ycur husband, who 
Shall with his love, not jealouſie, embrace you, 
And to the bold ears of the rumorous world, 
Declare his errour, and your innocence. 
Mrs, Trim. A very modeſt way to do me miſchief, 
I thank you for your love, your honeſt love, 
Rivers. That you'l confeſs hereafter, will you go? Exit 
Mes. Trim. Ves Sir, le wait on you; 
Am ] betray'd by tricks? a Letter op'd, 
The ſecret read, and then ſeal'd up agen? 
Inquiſtive fool, thy dear experience ſhall 
Inttrutt thee, what a fate he undergoes, 
That turns the fierce ſtream of a womans love: 
I could be leſs impatient had he ſpoke 
From knowledge of my guilt. then know my will, 

And afterwards diſcloſe me; well Vle diſguiſe my anger, 
And frame a fierce revenge ſhall make thee tremble, | 
Women act miſchief ſure when they difſemble, Exit. 

Act. 3. Scen. 2. 
Enter Mr. Nice and Splendora. 
Nice. Is the French Knight in priſon, what is his debt ? 
Splen. Six thouſand pound they fay Sir. 
Nice. Tis a great ſam, I have been wrong enform'd, 
*T was credibly reported on the Change, 
He had a free «ſtate, his Traffick great, 
A moſt unqueftion'd credit; and doth all 
Conclude in this, they.did not mean me well 
That tempted my belief thus. 
Splend, Shall my ſuit have gracious hearing yet Sic? 
Nice. What for Mercurio? 
Becauſe I was ſo neer to be deceiv'd, 
Wich the feign'd riches of a Bankerupt, 
Would you betray your ſelf to certain b:ggery, 
Splen, Will you be pleas'd to free him from his bondage? 
It is reported he is ſick, that place 
Will kill him, where is then your ſatisfaRion ? Nice, 
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Nice. He cannot want e n A 
Iwill not loſe my money, Ple tate 
If be can fic me wii 550 His hey pos ys 
Eater ereuria d * four 1 ners)Wiid, 
Riv. Flyl. Mr Irow. Þ « 22 4, Pi * Jet the Coffin 
before Nice, and Fhhylove makes an 
Nice, What are theſc; heark.you find hoſe bod 1 's nd 
And whither carry yqu it WY ako hn: 15 Cn; 0.10 beef 
Fly. Here Sir out journey. ends, | * 11 A bas 
It is the body of deceas d Mercurio, wo | 
A priſoner at your ſuit, who dyed this morning , 
And thus according to an ancient 2 it 5 
We bear him to yduj (all that i left) 
His bones to make you atisfq — iis 
Becauſe his poverty chfoxc'd.him (living) F 
To keep your from 7994 ; wichall, out form 
Is to deliver to the C 


At whoſe peculiar, ſuĩt thed debtor dyes,r- A bale ofDice. 
Nice. Strange cuſtom ; Heaven ! how ieQioch amaze me. 

Fly. 1 have a 71 da that muſt eacuſe | 
The l rai on which concerns # 
His miſerable er Dp of it, and I have done. Sbe 

Splex. Oh my Mercuri. Ris. Look to the Lady. | ſowns, | | 

0 When he g ein he wanted all that makes ; 
Man in this Age ſy 1 CFcicads'and.Copn) | 
Which want was ſoon attended with theſeʒ neglect & 1205 7 
But then the perturbations of his minde, 

His ſighing Glence onely could declare, 

As it they were too vaſt for location! j | 

Great griefs are tongue-ty'd, there's no clamour rear'd; 
So deepeſt water crawl — unhe arc. 

Nice. Moſt reverend piece of ſorrow, whoſe wet eyes 
Drop, as they would command another Spring, | 
To raiſe the body from its earthly ruine, 111 
To heat and life agen; what friendſhip bad) you with him: 

Fly, Sir, Tam one, of 
That wiſh 1 had ſuch neerneſs to his vertue, 1 
As to his blood; a poor n— Kinſman, 


Nice. | | i} 


. 
_ ” 
— — — — 


The lk of Iſlington and Hg -' 
Nice, There's ſo much xk hin your ſorrow wa, . 
All my attentions chartj'd, * | 
Fh. Like r neer 5 catch Freak Beth 
Oh broken'boords, on Fd orah 
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Arras, and Attick picture walls 
Are eaſly beautifi'd with Chen and Cole,. 
According to the melancholly fancy 
Of che ſad Priſoners, where the numerous beds 
Shew like ſo many Graves ih #-Ctrarch 2 
With the men riſing ous Sa 
_ — the . 92 — 1 
o ſave their a ways watchin om 
For they'r un-u#'d to fleep. 1 Wre. wi 22 men. 
Fh. In ſuch a tate as this kin kman Hy, 
My poor, poor kinſman. 55 
Nice. Thou weep f too faft old 198 0 Achat: not dans thee. . 
Fly, -tfigh'd, fate down by Hum, and did obſerve. 
The manner of his Chamber mates, and one 
Belov d above the reft; as it appear 9 | 
Was cheriſht with a friend therhappy 99% 
Who ſaid he cam to ſte him; e 
Although ſome Meſſenger fix times had den 
To fetch him, but in vain, was ner within 
After he heard the bufineſs, though his eare 
Was witbin hearing of the Meſſenger: 
At laſt he was wry wenn oubt; 
Becauſe he heard the — net#going out 
Gives him a ſhilling, bids him Beg cheer, . 
He was glad to ſee him, ſorry to ſee 121 here, 
And ſo he parts, proteſting for to come, 
He knows not when, this is his wretched dg 
Of undone debtors, and my kinſmans Tomb. 
Nice, Since bleeding cleanſeth veins, I hope to finde 
Thexpence of tears will purifie the miud e: 
. hari is this an mae Sir? Fg. 
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Next from the Stocks the Hole; and Little-eaſc, / 
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Fly. Is all perform'd'? renn 
Riv. To a tittle, here's a diſcharge from he Office. 
Fly, Then riſe from thy d ud Corp rhou Ae 
Thy debt is paid chere 8-307h | 
Nice, Am Fdeladed,' -- FS 
Fly. Not a jot, 22990 eim rence? th fc your fon, 
Though he be poor, A is W eman, and 1 i 
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Nice. 1 15 wo Who come dete? . 


Mild. Ware 12 — comes a mad tian. 


Trim. Ves, ny ad man, e are you chere ? 
And your- — zvers, T in) Ang o 
Unhand him —— N22. : I on 

Riv. Sir, if you Hay a ofa ke Babe on Ber, l: touc 

Trim. Gentlemen, Is there law of eonſcience i in this? 


f To keep a mans wife, 48 they ſay, in ſpight on's teeth: * 


Rivers. Your Fcaloufi er. periyour lame, 
And by my lite a 
As ere thy mother — Mes To — 0 Ine r belieye you, 
Rivers. No, he fhall T-warrant apron, | 


Mrs.Trim.' F. Rivers is Tag then J expected. afide 


E'ire I commit her 


rſed uſage, 
h 1 fee ſome refo . Four life. "Trim. you lee't, 
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Rivers, Yes Sir, le ſect. 
My Mothers daughter ſhall not be gm 
Uuto your giddy humors. Trim. Your Mothers daughter ? 
Riv. Yes Sir, my Sifter. Mrs.Trim. What trick is this? 
Trim. Pray what may I call your name Sir. 
Rivers. I never fear'd it, though I have diſgui#'d it, 
For ſome ends which beſt concern my ſelf, 
Before I went to France, men that would know 
By my own name to call me, call'd me Brooks, 
Mrs. Trim. My brother Frederick ?.., . _ 
Rivers. The ſame Siſter; muſt talk with you. 
Trim. Oh, my thame! Brother I hope you'l forgive me, 
Rivers. This is no timenor place for our contention. 
Nice. Who comes here? Euter Bella flora richly attired. 
Fly. Either my eyes deceive me, or here comes 
The form of B.llaſura. 
Belle, What do you gaze? Do you not know me Sir ? 
Fly. Ves ſure; | know you; Are not you Belgflore ? 
Bella. That is my name; 
Fly. I know it is, but were not you diſguis'd, and call'd 
Fairchafte? Bell. I remember your amorous Alphabet. 
Fly, O my ſtrange excellent fortune; can you forgive all? 
Bella. Yes, and ſeal my ſelf thy own forever. | 
Wild. My dear Couſin, ” Bells, How Sir? 
Fly. Tis ſo indeed, the Vilablood's out, this is your couſin 
Worthlove. Bell. Welcome from France good Couſin. 
Wild, Fair couſin I thank thee, this unity contents me. 
Riv, As I live here's Sir R.Lamard that broke the priſon, 
how the devil dares he venter. Ext. Sir Reverence, 
Sir Rev, Be your leave Zhentelmen, room for Sir Reveren. 
who be come toclaim his Lady, his Madam. 
Nice, How came you out of priſon Sir. 
Sir Rev. Begar mepay de mony, and now me come to 
your c—_ 
ice. Now you have paid away your mony, the truth i 
Sir we is diſpos'd of to — * 9 2 
Keep, Andwe'l diſpoſe of you that can break priſons. 
Sir Rev, Begar here be de Keeper, vat fall me do now? 
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Pim, Nay,you'r faſt enough, we take an order for your lli- 
Sir Rev. Thentelmen vill no man bemy bayl? - [ding; 
Nice. The ſum is too great forme. 
Sir Kev. Pray Thentelmen. Fh. Not J. 

Rivers. Nor J. Huld. Nor I. | 

Keep. Come Sir, you muſt to priſon-agen, 

Sir Rev. Mus, begar me vill not. 

Pimpw. Then we muſt force you Sir. 

Sir Rev. You Pimping rogue, why do you tug me thus? 
You know me well enough. | 

Pim. What is your tongue chang'd,what tricks have you ? 

Sir Rev. I'le ſpeak with Mr, Nice, Pray Sir, peraſe that 
Picture and Letter. 

Nice. Tis my wives picture ſure; Splendora, was not this 
your Mothers picture? 

Splend. Yes Sir, the very ſame ſhe gave my brother, 
when he went to Paris. | 

Nice. And this my hand, the Letter chat 1 ſent him. 

Sir Rev. And I your ſon, come to crayea bleſſing. 

Nice. And with my heart thou haſt it. Riv. Will Nice. 

Sir Ru. Mr. Brooks your ſervant, Fh. Noble Mr. Nice. 

Sir Rev. Hah, my politiek Stephen. 

Fly. No, my polidck William. 6 

Wild. Sir I am yours, and joy to ſee you in Exglaud. 

Splend. Welcome to London btother, you can court a Lady 
moſt exactly in broken Frenc | 3 

Sir Rev, I am glad ic pleas d you ſiſter; Keepers Vie quit 
you preſently, that Action which was entred was a plot of 
mine,to have my father match this Gentleman with my kind 
fiſter; there's rio danger in't I can aſſure you, 

Keep. Well, I'm contented Sir. 1 3 = 

Nice. You are wags I ſeez were you ſent ſeven years ago 
Frauce, and come agen to cozen your friends; but Heaven 
be your joy. Come, cannot you expreſs a little of your 
French action with theſe Ladies, ſhal we not have a Danee? 

Fly. And very fit, methinks the time requires it. | 
Rivers. With all my heart. Wild, And mine. 
Fly, Every man take his Lady then. | 

They Dance, Nice. 


— 
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With the Humours of Woodftreet Compter. 


Nice. Gentlemen, y have done exceeding well; if you 
pleaſe to walk in, Dinner at this hour waits for you. 

Fly, Come my mad merry Mates and fellow-Travellers, 
let's in and chat the ſtory of our Travels, the tricks of our 
Diſguiſes, with the queint and jovial Humours which we 
have found ith* Compter. 


To marry and be civilliur next care is, 
We nom have done enough for Toutbs Fegaries. 


FINIS. 
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E pilogue. 


XJ Ell; How ist now ? we heard you laugh, but pray 
Was it at us, the Poet, or the Play? 

The Poet's full of joy though, to the brim, 

And ſayes, he's ſure ye do not laugh at him; 

Becauſe, he findes you onely laugh at that, 

Which he defires may be worth laughing at: 

And then he heard you Clap; that Verdict ſtands 

In Law, he hath ir under all your hands; 

Vnleſs when we were freed from Woodftreet Den, 

You had a plot to Clap us up agen : 

But waving all, we (without more ſuſpence) 
Accept your Clapping in the better ſenſe. 

This is the ſum, I have no more to ſay, 

Either for Poet, Actors, or the Play: 

It his dull Humours pleaſe not, we implore, 

That you 'I go all roth* Compter and ſec more. 


3 


His Comedy, called, The Walks of Iſlington and Hogsdon, 
With the Humours of Mooadſtreet- Compter, may be Acted: 
This 2, Auguſt, 1641. 


Henry Herbert. 
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